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FOREST SANCTUARY. 



fitf Pl&tte Idler nMSiiM j«n«ii Fread^ 
Cuch Idn Ich fiibterini^ auf iounerdiir ! 

Mich tieibt nidK eitles, irdiscbes Yerlaiiieil. 

Looe time against oppression have I firaght. 
And for the native liberty of fiuth 
Have bled and snfier'd bonds. 

RmoTHf a Tragedy. 



The following Poem is intended to describe the mental con- 
flicts, as well as outward sufierings, of a Spaniard, who, 
fljriog from the religions persecutions of bis own country in 
toe 16tb century, takes refuse with his child in a North 
American forest The story is supposed to be related by 
himself amidst th^ wildemess which has afibrded him an 
asylum. 
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THE FOREST SANCTUARY. 



FART SSCOfVD CONTINUED* 



XIV. 

ToBTUBB !— the sorrow of affiBctioQ*8 eye. 
Fixing its meebness on the spirit's ooie, 
0eeper, and teaching more of agony, 
May pierce than many swords I — and this I bore 
With a mate panjg^. Since I had Tainly striven 
From its free springs to poor the troth of Heaven 
Into th|t trembVins soul, my Leonor ! 
Silence rose up vmere hearts no hope could share : 
«->Aias ! for those that lore, and may not blend in prayer ' 

XLVI. 

W^ coald not pray together 'midst the deep. 
Which, like a floor of sapphire, round os lay, 
Throdgh days of splenooor, nights too brighter sleep, 
Soft, solemn, holy :— We were oaonr^way 
Unto the mighty Cordillera-land, 
With men whom tales of that worid*s golden strand 
Had lured to leave their vines.— Oh ! who shall say 
What thoughts rose in as, when the tropic sky 
Touch^daU itamoUen^seas with sunset's alchemy ? 

XIVU. 

Thoughts no more milled ! — Then came night— th' iO' 
. tense 

Park bloe— the burning stars ! — I saw thee shine 
Once more, in thy serene magnificence, 

Southern Cross! (16) as when thy radiant sign 
First drew my ease of youth. — ^No, not as then ; . 

1 had been stricken by ttie darts of men 

' Since those fresh days, and now thy light divine 
Look'd on mine anguish, while within me strov^llk ^ 
The still small voice agamst the might of suff^'indH^I- 
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XLVID. s 

Bat thoa, the clear, the glorkws ! diott wert ponriog 
Brilliance and jojr apon the crystal wave, 
Vihiite she that met thy ray with eyes adoring. 
Stood in fl» lengtbfenlng shadow of the grave! 
— Alas ! I watchM her dark religions glance. 
As it still sought thee through the Heaven's expuise. 
Bright Gross >— and knew not tfiat I watched wnat gave 
But passhig lustre — riirooded aooo to be — 
A soft light foottd no more— no mora on earth or sea ! 

XLIX. 

I knew not all—yet something of unrest 
Sat on my heart. Wake, oceao-wind V I sfij^d ; 
Waft us to Imid, in leafy freshoess drest, 
Where through rich clouds of foliage o*er her head. 
Sweet dvy may steal, and rills unseen go bv. 
Like sio^ng Voices, and the green farth Be, 
Starry with flowers, beneath her graceful vead! 
— ^But the calm bound us *midst the glassy main ; 
Ne'er was her step to bend earth's living flower again. 

Yes ! as if heaven iroon the waves were slee|Mng, 
Vexing my soul wHh quiet, there th^y lay 
All moveless through tteir blue transparence -kee|miga 
The shadows of our sails, hem day to day ; 
While she— oh - strongest in the strone heart's wo — 
And yet I live ! I feel die sunshine's glow — 
And I am he that Io<di'd, and saw decay 
Steal o'er the hh of earth, the adaMd ioomach ! 
— ^It is fearful thing to love what death may touch. 

U. 

A fearful thing that love and death may dwell 
In the same v^rld ! — l^e feded on — and I7— 
Blind to iJhe. lest, there needed death to tell 
My trusting soul that she amid fade to die ! 
Yet, ere sto parted, I had mark'd a change, 
•—But it breath^ hope--'twas beautiful, though Itrsnge : 
Something of gladoMB in the melody 
Of her low voice, and in her words a flight 
Ofairy though— alas! too perilously bright! 
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in. 

And a clear sparkle in ber g^lance, yet wild. 
And quick, and ea^er, tike the flashing gaie 
Of some all wondering and awakening child^ 
That first the glories of the earth surreys. 
-^How could it. thus deceive me ?— she had worn 
Avoundher, like the dewy mists of room, 
A pensive tenderness tbrcnigb happiest days, 
And a soft world of dreams had seera*d to lie 
Still in ber dark, and deep, and spiritual eye. 

Lin. 

And I could hope in that strange fire f — she died, 
She died with all its lustre on her mien ! 
— The day was melting from the waters wide. 
And through its Ion? bright hours her thoughts bad been. 
It 8eem*d, with restless and unwonted yearning, 
To Spain's blue skies and dark sierras turning ; 
For her fond words were all of vintage- scene. 
And flowering mvrtle, and sweet citron's breath— 
— Oh ! with what vivid hues life comes back oft on death ! 

LIV. 

And from her lips the mountain* songs of old, 
la wild faint snatches, fitfully had sprung; 
Songs o( the orange bower, the Moorish hold, 
The ** Rio verde,"(17) on her soul that hung, 
And thence flow*d forth. — But now the sun was lotr. 
And watching by my, side its last red glow, 
That ever stills the heart, once more me sunr 
Her own soft ** Ora, mater ! "-—and the souml 
Wat even like love's farewell — so mournfully profound. 

LV. 

The boy had dropp'd to slumber at our feet ;— 
— *' And I have lull'd him to his smilling rest 
^ Once more !" she said : — I raised him— it was sweet, 
Tet sad, to see the perfect calm which bless'd 
His look that hour; — for now her voice grew weak ; 
And on the flowery crimson of his cbeek, 
With her white lips a long, long kiss she press'd, :^4 

Yet light, to wake him not. — ^Then sank her head 
Against my bursting heart.— What did I clasp ?— the dead ! 

▼OL, II. 2 
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LVL 

I call'd — to call what answers not our cries — 
By that we loved to stand unseen, unheard, 
With the loud passion of our tears and sigbs 
To see but some cold glistering ringlet stirr'd, 
And in the quenchM eye's fixedness to gaze, 
AH vainly searching for the parted rays ; 
This is what waits us ! — ^Dead ! — with that chili word 
To link our bosom-names ! — For (bis we pour 
Our souls upon the dust — nor tremble to adore ! 

IVIL 

But the true parting came ! — I look*d my last 

On the sad beauty of that slumbering face ; 

How could I think the lovely spirit passed, 

Which there had left so tenderly its trace ? 
Tet a dim awfulness was on the brow — 
No ! not like sleep to look upon art Thou, 
Death, death ! — she lay, a thing for earth's embrace. 

To cover with spring* wreaths.— For earth's? — the wave 
That gives the bier no flowers — makes moan above her gtave - 

LVUL 

On the mid-seas a knell ! — fot man was there, 
Anguidi and love—the mourner with his dead ! 
A long low-roHinc knell — a voice of prayer — 
Dark glassy waters, like a desert spread,-^ 
And & pale-diining Southern Cross on high, , 
Its faint stars fading from a solemn sky. 
Where mighty clouds before the dawn grew red ; — 
Were these things round me f — Such o'er memory sweep 
Wildly when aught brings back that burial of the deep. 

LIX. 

Then the broad lonely sunrise ! — and the plash 
Into the soundii^ waves! (18) — around her head 
They parted, with a glancing moment's flash, 
Then shut—- and all was still. And now thy bed 
Is of their secrets, gentlest Leonor ! 
Once fairest of young brides ! — and never more, 
Lov'd as thou wert, may human tear be shed 
Above Uiy rest !— No mai^ the proud seas keep, 
To show where he that wept may pause again to weep. 



1 
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IX. 

So the depfhs took thee !— >Ob'- the suHen sense 
Of desolation in that hour compressM ! 
DustEoing down, a speck, anudstth'immeiifle 
And gioomj waters, leaving on their breast 
The trace a weed migtit leave there .'—Dust!-— the thing 
WbKh to the heart was as a livuig spring 
Of joy, with tearfulness of love possessM, 
Thus sinking !-— Love, joy, fear, aU cmsh'dto this— 
And the wide Heayen so far^-so fothomiess th* abyss ! 

LXI. 

Where the line sounds not, where the wrecks lie low, 
What shall wake thence the dead ?— Blest, blest aie they 
That earth to earth intrust; for they may know 
And tend the dwelling whence the slumberer'sclay 
Shall rise at last, and bid the yoonap flowers bloomy 
That waft a breath of hope arounatfae tomb, 
And kneel upon the dewy turf to pray ! 
But thou, what cave hath dimly chamber'd thee? 
Vain dreams ! — oh ! art thou not where there is no non 
sea ? (19) 

LXn, 

The wind rose free and singing :— when ht eve^j , 
O'er that sole spot of all the watery plain, '| • 

I could have bent my sight with fond endeavour 
Down, where its treasure was, its glance to strain; 
Then rose the reckless wind ! — ^Before our prow 
The white foam flash'd — ay, jt^ously — and thou 
Wert left with all the solitary main 
Around thee — and thy beauty in my heart. 
And thy meek sorrowing love— K)h ! where could that depart ? 

Lxm. 

I will not speak of wo ; I may not tell— 
Friend tells not such to friend— 'the thoughts which rent 
My feinting spirit, when its wild farewell 
Across the billows to thy grave was sent. 
Thou, there most lonely ! — ^He that nts above, 
In his cahn gbry, will forgive the love 
His creatures bear each other, ev'n if blent 
With a vain wor^ip ; for its close is dim 
Ever with grief, which leads the wrung soul back to Him I 
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LXIV. 

And with a mflder pug if now I bew 
To think of thee in tbj forsaken rett. 
If from my heart be lirted the despair, 
The sharp remorse with healing influence pressed. 
If the soft eyes that visit me in sleep 
Look not reproach, though still thnr seem to wnep ; 
It is that He my sacrifice hath bless'd. 
And fill'd my bosom, fttough its inmost cell. 
With a deep chastening sense that all at lastit wdL 

LIT. 

Tes! thou art now— Oh? whereilbre does the thought 
Of the waye dashing o*erthy long bright hah», 
The sea^weed into its dark tresses wrought. 
The sand diy pillow— thou that wert so fair; 
Come o'er me 8tiH?'-.Ear(h,earth!-- itis the hold 
Earth ever keeps on that of earthy mould ! 
Bat thou lut breathing now in purer air, 
I well believe, and freed from all of error, 
Vfluck blighted here the root of thy sweet life with ienor. 

LIVI. 

And if the lore which here was paf^ng lights 
Went with what died not— Oh ? that thus we knew, 
But this ! — ^that through the silence of the night, 
Some voice of all the lost ones and the true. 
Would speak, and say, if in their far repose, 
We are yet aught of what we were to tnose 
We call the dead !— their passionate adieu. 
Was it but breath, to perish ! — Holier trust 
Be mine !— thy love is there, but'purified from dust ! 

LXTIl. 

A tfain^ all heavenly ! — cleared from that which hung 
As a dim cloud between us, heart and mind ! 
Loosed from the fear, the grief, whose tendrils flung 
A chain so darkly, with its growth entwined. 
This is my hope:*— though Avhen the sunset Aides, 
When forests rock the midnight on their shades. 
When tones of wail are in the rising wind, 
Across my spirit some faint doubt ma^ sigh ; 
For the strong hours vfill sway this frail mortality .' 
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LXVIII. 

We have been iranderers •ince those days of wo, 
Thr.boy and I !— As wild birds tend their yoang. 
So have I tended him — my boonding roe '• 
The high Pemvian solitudes amoor ; 
And o*er the Andes-torrentd borne nit form, 
'VVbere our frail bridge hath qaiyerM 'midst the storm. (90) 
— But there the wa^ notes of my country rune, 
And, smitten deep <^ Heaven and man, I fled 
To hide in shades unpieroed a mark*d and weaiy head. 



Bat he went on in gladness— that Adr child ! 
Save when at times his bright eye seem'd to dream. 
And his young Iijf», which then no longer smiled, 
Ask'd ef his mother !— that was but a gleam 
Of Memory, fleetinr fast ; and then his play- 
Through the wide Llanos (21) cheer*d agam oar way, 
And by the mighty Oronoco stream, 
On whose lone margin we have heard at mom, . 
From the mysterioas locks, the skinrise-music Ixnne. (22) 

LXX. 

So like a spirit's voice ! a harping tone, 
Lovely, yet ominous to mortal ear. 
Such as might reach us from a world unknown. 
Troubling man's heart with thrills of joy and fear I 
'Twas sweet !— yet those deep southern shades oppressed 
My soul with stUlness; like the calms that rest 
On melancholy waves : (83) I sigh'd to hear 
Once more earth's breezy sounds, her iblii^ ftnn'd, 
And tnni'd to seek the wilds of the red hunter's land. 

IXXL 

And we have won a bower of refuee now, 
In this fresh waste, the breath of whose repose 
Hath oool'd, like dew, the fever of my brow, 
And whose green oaks and cedars round me close. 
As temple-walls, and pillars, that exclude 
Earth's haonted dreams from their free solitude ; 
All. save the image and the thought of those 
Before us gone; oar kwed of early years^ 
Gone i?liera«ffectioii'fl cop hath lost wn taste of teaii. 

2* 
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LXXIL 

I lee a stai^^eTe's first bora I — ^in whose traio 
Past scenes, words, looks, come back. The arroirjr spire 
Of the lone cypress, as of wood-g;irt fane, 
Rest dark and still ainidst a heaven of fire ; 
The pine gives forth its odoars, and the lake 
CUeams like one ruby, and the soft winds wake» 
Till every string of natuie^s solemn lyre 
Is touch*d to answer ; its most secret tone 
Drawn fioai each free, for each bath whispers all its owa. 

Lxxnx 

And hark ! another nmrmar on the air, 
Not of the hidden rills» nor quivering shades ! 
•—That is the cataract's, which the breeies bear, 
Fillinti^ the leafy twilight of the glades 
With hollow soige-like sounds, as from the bed 
Of the blue mournful seas, that keep the dead : 
But Mcy are far! — the low sun here pervades 
Dim forest-arches, bathine with red gold 
Their stems, till eadi is made a marvel to behold, 

unov. 

Gorgeoas, yet full of gloom !•— In such an hour. 
The vesper-melody of dying bells 
Wanders through Spain, trom each gray convenes tower 
O'er shining rivers pour'd, and olive-dells. 
By everj peasant heard, and muleteer. 
And hamlet, round my home :— ^nd [ am-here. 
Living again through all my life's farewells, 
In theie vast woods, where farewell ne'er wars spoken, 
And sole I lift to Heaven a sad heart— yet unbroken ! 

LXXV. 

In such an hour are told the hermit's beads; 

With the white sail the seaman's hymn floats by : 

Peace be with all ! whate'er their varying cre^, 

With all that aeqd jap holy thoughts on high ! 

^onie to me, boy !-^by Guadalquivir's vines, 

A^ every stream of Spain, as day declines, 

AlaA's prayers are,j|iiQgled in the rosy sky. 
cw^e, too, will pray i nor yet unheard, m chUd ! 
^ Hwi.i*o^Vfli6«iPAh«w.at«?ea»uartftewiid, 
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At evef—di I — through all hours! — from dark dreum oft 
Awakeoing, I look forth, and learn the might 
Of solitude, while thou art breathing soft, 
And low, my loved one I on the breast of night : 
I look forth on the stars — the shadowy sleep 
Of forests — and the lake, whose gloomy deep 
Sends up red Sparkles to the fire-flies* light 
A lonely world !—eT*n fearful to man's thought, 
Bat for His presence felt, whom here my soul hath sought. 



NOTES 

TO 
'fHMVpBMHT SANCTUART. 



Non 1, page 181, line S9l 
Jind iighing ihrtmgk ^feathery eane$t ^c 
The ceuet n lottie parte of the American foreets fimn a 
thick uadeigrowth for many hundred miles. — See Hodgton^a 
MM^ffpm Mrtk AmeriiMt toL L p. 84S. 

Note S, page 182, line 5. 

And for fheir Hrth-place moan, as tnoans the oeeanrMEL 
^^^^9aai a ibell as Wordtvrorth has beantiftilly described. 

" I have teen 
A curious c)iQd wjio dwelt apon a tract 
Of Roland groQud, applying to bit ear 
The oobvoldtions of a smooth-lipp'd shell ; 
T6 which, in silence bu«h'd, his veiy soul 
Listened intently, and his countenance soon 
Brigbten'd wtth joy; for murmuriugs from within 
Were heard^— sonorous cadences ! whereby, 
To his belief, the monitor expressed 
My^'eriottS uniop with its native sea. 
— ^Even such a shell the universe itself 
Is to the ear of Faith.'*— ^jr%«'£xcarMoti. 

Note 3, page 183, line 22. 

lauon oah btfore me, ^c. 

*' 1 recollect hearing a traveller, of poetical temperament, 

expressing the kind of horror which he felt on beholding on 

the banks of the Missouri, an oak of prodigious size, wnich 

had been in a manner overpowered by an enormous wild 
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giape-vioe. The nne bad elapsed its huge lokte roaoA the 
trunk, and from thence had wound about every branch and 
twig, until the mighty tree had withered in its embrace. It 
seemed like Laocoon struggling ineffectually in the hideous 
coils of the monster Pythoa.''-'^iioe6ruiSp6£rati. CAigrfer 
on Forest Trees. 

Note 4, page 187, lines 1, 2, 3. 

Thou hasi ^^erish^d 
More nobly far my Alvasr ! — making knovon 
The mighiqf truth. 
For a more interesting account of the Spanish Protostants, 
and the heroic devotion with which they met the spirptof 
persecution in the sixteenth century, see the Quarterly Rit» 
view. No. 57, art. Qutn^s Visit to Spam. 

Note 5, page 188, fines 1^^21. 

/ looked on two. 
Following hisfooisteps to the same dread plaice^ 
For the same guUt—his sisters ! — . 
'* A priest, named Gonzalez, bad, among other proaelyteSy 
gained over two young females, his sisters, to the protestaot 
nith. AH three were confined in the duiu;eoos of Che la^ 
cjpisition The torture, repeatedly appUecT, could not draw 
from them the least evidence against their religious asso- 
ciates. Every artifice was employed to obtain a recantatioii 
from the two sisters, since the constancy and learning of 
Gonzalez precluded all hopes of a theological victoir. 
Their answer, if not exactly logical, is wonderfully sonple 
and afifecting. * We will die in the 4idi of our brother : ne 
is too wise to be wrong, and too good to deceive us.^— The 
three stakes on which thev died were near each other. The 
priest had been gagged till the moment of lighting up the 
wood. The few minutes that he was allowe^^ to speak he em- 
ployed in comforting his sisters, with whom be sun^ the 109th 
Psalm, till the flames smothered their voice8.'*-<-i6id. 

Note 6, page 188, lines 35 and 36. 

Arid deem {he name 

A hundred tkitfs had borne, caatdovm by you to shame. 

The names, not only of the immediate victims of the In- 
quisition, were devoted to infamy, but those of all their rela- 
tions were branded with the same indelible stain, which was 
likewise to descend as an inheritance^ to^^their ^latest pos- 
tentv. 
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Note 7, page 193, liiM* 19 and SO. 

'TVou not lotfttn the ctCy — but in sight 

Qf ihs snouHXownfd sierras. 
The pirn erected but these execatkws were without the 
iomns^ and the final scene of an Auto da Fe was sometimes, 
from the length of the preceding ceremonies, delayed till 
midnight 

Note 8, pas;e 199, lines 26, 29, SO. 

I would have caWd, adjuring the dark cloud; 

To the most ancient' Heavens I tpould have said 

**'— Speak to me ! show me truth .'*' 
For one of the most powerful and imnressive pictures per- 
haps ever drawn of a youn^; mind struggling against habit and 
superstition in its first aspirations after truth, we the admi- 
rable Letters/rotn Spain by Don lAucadio Doblado. 

Note 9, page ^800, lines 19 and 20. 

For thick ye girt me round, ye long-departed! 

DuU — image Jbrm— with cross, and shield^ and crest. 

**Toa walk from end to end over a floor of tombstones, 
inlaid in brass with the forms of the departed, mitres, and 
cvociers, and spears, and shields, and helmets, all mingled 
togethei^— all worn into glass-like smoothness by the feet and 
the knees of lon^-departed worshippers. Around, on eveiy 
side each in their separate chapel, sleep undisturbed from 
age to age the venerable ashes of the holiest or die loftiest 
that 'of dd came thither to worship— their images and their 
dyin^ prayers sculptured among the resting-places of their 
remains.** — From a beautiful description of ancient J^panish 
Cathedrals, in Peter'*s Letters to his Kinsfolk. 

Note 10, page 203, lines 21 and 22. 
With eyes, tohose Ughtning laughter hath beguiled 
A thousand pangs. 
** E ^hlampeggiar de V angelico riso.-^Pe^rarcA. 

Note 11, page 204, lines 1, 2, .3, 4. 

Mighty shades 
Weaving their gorgeoUs tracery o^sr thy head, 
With the light melting through their htgh arcades^ 
As through a piUoT'ddoister's. 

** Sometimes their discourse was held in the deep shades of 
moii'grown forests, whose gloom and interlaced boughs first 
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suggested that Gothic wrchitecture, beneath whose pointed 
arches, where they had studied and prayed, the parti-cdoiired 
windows shed a tinged light ; scenes, which tne gleams of 
ffinshine, penetrating (he deep fioliage, and flickering onlhe 
variegeted turf below, might have recalled to thefa* memory.** 
■^H^biUr'*s Oration on Me Landing of Ute Pilgrim FhU^ 
m JVino England.— See ffodgson^s Letters from JfcrUi 
America^ vol. ii. p. 305. 

Note 13, page 205, lines 1 and 3. 

Bring me the sounding of tke torrewt-waler. 
With yet a nearer tweUr-freeh breeze^ auakef 
The varying sounds of wateifalls are thus alluded to in an 
interesting work of Mrs. Grant's. " On the op|Ki8itie side Ifai 
view was bounded by steep hills, covered with lofty pihni, 
from which a waterfall descended, which not only .gave 
animation to the sylvan scene, but was the best barometer 
imaginable ; foretelling by its varied and intelligible soonds 
every approaching change, not only of the weathet but of 
the wind.*' — Memoirs cf an American Lady, vol. i. p. 143. 

Note 13, pa^e 206, lines 38 and 33. 

And the full circle of the rainbow seen 
There, on the snows. 
The circular rainbows, occasionally seen among the Andes, 
are described by Ulloa. 

Note 14, page 807, lines 88, 89, 30, 81. 

But so my spirifsfeoer*d longii^s wrought^ 
Wakening, it might be, to the faint sad sounds 
TheUfrom the darkness of the walls they brought 
A loved scene round me, visibly around. 

Many striking instances of the vividness with which the 
mind, when strongly excited, has been known to renoTata 
past impressions, and embody them into visible imagenr, are 
noticed and accounted for in Dr. Hibbert's Fhihsophy of 
Apparitions. The following illustrative passage is quoted in 
tlie same work, from the writings of the late Dr. Ferrtar. 
** I remember that, about the age of fourteen, it was a source 
of great amusement to myself if I had been viewing any 
interesting object in the course of the day, such as a ronoantic 
ruin, a fine seat, or a review of a body of troops, as tioon 
as evening came on, if I had occasion to go into a c(ark 
room, the whole scene was brought before ray eyes with a 
brilliancy equal to what it bad possessed in day light, and re- 
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main^d viiiUe fiv w^enl mjautea. I InTe no doubt that 
dismal and frisfatful images have been thos pxesented to 
loang persoos after scenes of domestic affliction or public 
horror." 

The following passage from the '* Alcasar of SeTiHe,** a 
tale, or historical sketch, by the author of Doblado's letters, 
afibrds a farther iliastration of this subject. ** When de- 
scondinff fast into the vale of years, 1 stronglv fix my mind's 
eye on mose narrovT, shady, silsfit streets, where I breathed 
the scented air which came rustling through the surrounding 
groves ; where the footsteps re-echoed from the clean water^ 
porches of the hoosei^ aud where every object spoke of quiet 
and contentment ;.••••••• the objects around me besin 

to fade into a mete delusion, and not only the thoughts, but uie 
external sensations, which I then experience, revive with a 
reality that ahnosi m&kes me shuddep— it has so niuch the 
character of a trance, or vision." 

Note 15, p. Sll, lines 11 and 12. 

JVar Aefiuntjhwer-Meents, as they come and go 

Jn the s^ fltr, Vitdmuaic wandering by. 

"For because the breath of lowers is farre sweeter in 
the aire (whei9 it comes and goes Ifte the warbling of 
mnoc) than Sn the bcoid, therafbre nothing is more fit for 
that delight than to know what be the flowers and plants 
which doe best perfume the aiie."-— Xonci BaconU Mmaiyon 
Gardens, 

Notft 16, page 11» vol. % lines 20, 31, 23. 

/ 5010 thee «A»is 
Ofiee more, tis fft^ sAnsiM mii^gT^/Sefnee, 

OatmihemCrotsi 
** The pleasure we ielt on discovering the Southern Cross 
was warmly shared by such of the crew as had lived in the 
colonies. In the solitude of the*8eas, we bail a star as a fiiend 
liom whom we have long been separated. Among the Portu- 
rnese and the 9panlar<s, peculiar motives seem to increase 
wis feeling; a religious sentiment attaches thein to a con- 
stellation, the foim of which recalls the s^n of the faith 
planted by their ancestors in die deserts of the New Worlds 

. .' It has been observed at what hour of the 

night, in difTereat seksMiS, the Cross of the South is erect or 
inclined. It is a time-peace that advances very regularly 
siear four minutes a day, and norther group of stars ohibits 
to the naked eye an ct»servati<n of time so easi^ made. 
How often hava w« Iketed one goidBi exielatm» in the savan- 

TOL. II. 3 
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nahs of VaneEsela, or io the deiert eitendng from XAam to 
Truxillo, ** Midnight is past, the crofls begins to bead !** 
How ofteo theie words reminded ui fd that affiwtiiig scene 
where Paul and Yir^inta, seated near the source of the river 
Lataniers, cooversed t(^ther for the last time, aad w1ieie 
the old roani at the sight of the Soothem Cross, wani9 
them that it is time to separate !'*-<-i>e HumboldCt TTraoeis, 

Note 17, page 12, vol. 2, tioet flS and 39. 

Songs of the orange bower, (he Mooriih holdf 
The " Rio Verde .^ 

** Rio verde, rio verde,** the popular Spanish Romaacet 
](nowQ to the English reader in Percj's twnslnfion. 

*' Gentle river, gentle river, 
Lo, thy streams are stain*d widi gore ! 
Many a brave and noble captain 
Floats along the willow'd shore,** ^. Ac. 

Note 18, page li, vol. 2, lines 28 and 29. 

2%en the br9ad londy wnriH f^and ihepUuh 
Mo UiB sowMig toMU !—^ 

De Humboldt, in describing the burial of a yoong Asta* 
rian at sea, mentions the entreaty of the officiatii^ pnet U that 
the bodjr which had been brooght upon deck cniriog the 
night, DHeht not be committed to the waves until afhar son- 
rise, in order to pay it the last rites accordini; to tbe osage of 
the Romish chiurchi. 

Note 19, page 15, vol. fi, Una 18. 

Oh art ihou not where there is no more sea ? 
"And there was no more sea.** — Jteo. chap. xxi. v. t. 

Note 90, page 17, vol. 2, lines 5 and 6. 

Jind o^er the Andes'torrents borne his/orm. 
Where our frail bridge hath fuiver^d ^midst the itorm. 
The bridges over many deep chasms among the Andes are- 
pendulous, and formed only of the fibres of eqainoctiaj plantSv 
Their tremuloos motion has afforded a striking image to 000 
of the stanzas in ** Gertrude of Wyoming.** 

** Anon some wilder portraiture he draws, 
Of nature's savage glories he wool d speak; 
Tbe loneliness of €^rth, that overawes, 
Wb^re, ntrtiog by the tomb of old Cac^Ue» 
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^tlie Itimi'diirer, on Penma*8 peak. 
Nor Toioe nor livinff motion mftrks uonnd. 
Bat storks that to toe bonndlass forest shriek. 
Or wild-caue arch, high flung o*er ralfprofooiid, 
Tliat flactoates when ^ stonm of El Dorado sound. 

Note SI, page 17, vol. 8, lines 14 and 15. 

And (hen hi$ play 
Through tht wide JJanot cheer*d again our way. 
iJmnaSf or savannas, the gnat plains in aoath America. 

Note S2, page 17, vol. 2, lines 15, 16, 17. 

And by ihe mighty Oronoeo stremn. 
On whoM Ume rmtrgin vu havp heard ai mom 
f^rom the myvterious rocksf tiiie tunrise music borne. 
De Humboldt speaks of those rocks on the shores of the 
Oronoeo. Travellers have heard from time to time subter^ 
TaneoDi sounds proceed from them at sun-rise, resembling 
those of an organ. .He believes in the existence of this mvs- 
terious music, although not fortunate enoueh to have heard it 
himself, and thinks that it may be prodncea by currents of air 
issuing through'the crevices. 

Note S8, page 17, vol- 2, lines 84 and S5. 

Yet those deep southern shades oppressed 
My sold with stillness. * 

The same distinguished traveller frefuentty alludes to the 
«&txeme stillness of the air in the equatorial regions of die 
new continent, and particularly on (he thickly wooded shores 
of the Oronoeo. " In this neighbourhood,"** he says, ** no 
lueath of wind ever agitates the foliage." 
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Tbe foUovriiig pieces may so far be toniiderecl a aeries, ts 
each is intenaed to be commemorative of some national re- 
collection, popplar. cpstom, or tradition. Tbe idea was 
aoggested by Herdei% ** Stiitoien der V^Wiet in Liedem;** 
tbe execution is however different, as the poems in fajs 
cidlectioo are chiefly translations. 

Most of those forming the j^reseot one have appeared, as well 
as the miscellaneous pieces attached to them, in the New 
Monthly Magazine. 
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. MOORISH BRIDAL SONG. 

It is a cuitom among th« Moon, that a female who dies immanied 
it clothed for intenaent in wedding apparel, aad the bridal song is 
suq^orer her remains before they are boroe from her home. 

See the Narrative of <» Ten Yean'' Ruidtmee in 
Tripolij by the sister^inJaw of Hr.TulIy. 

Tarn citroD g^ves their fruit and flowers were strewing 
Around a Moorish palace, while the sigh 
Of low sweet sumnier-winds, the branches wooing, 
With music through their shadowy bowers went by ; 
Music and voices, from the marble halls. 
Through the leaves gleaming, and the fountain-falls. 

A song of joy, a bridal song came swelling, 

To blend with fragrance in those southern shades, 

And told of feasts within the stately dwelling, 

* Bright lamps, and dancing steps, and gem-crown*d maids ; 
And thus it flowed ;— -jet something in the lay 

Beloog'd to sadness, as it died away. 

'* The bride comes forth ! her tears no more are falling 
To leave the chamber of her infant years ; 
Kind voices from a distant home are calling ; 
She comes like day-spring — she hath done with tears \ 
Now must her dark eye shfne on other flowers, 
Hersc^ smile gladd^ other hearts than ours ! 

Pour the rich odours round ! 

" We haste ! the chosen and the lovely bringing ; 
Love still goes with her from her place of birth ; 
Deep silent joy within her soul is springing, 
Though in her glance the light no more is mirth ! 
Her beauty leaves us in its rosn^ years ; 
Her nsters weep — but sfle hath araie with tears ! 

— ^Now may the trimbrel sound ! '* 

Know'st thou for v^tom they sang the bridal numbers ? 
— One, whose rich tresses were to wave no more i 
One, whose pale cheek soft winds, nor gentle slumbers, 
Nor Love*s own sigh, to sose-ti&ts might restore I 
Her graceful ringlets o'er a bier were spread. — 
—Weep for the youog, the beautiful,— the dead I 
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THE BIRD'S nELEASE. 

» 

TIm Indians of Beoffal and of the Coastof Malabar brine c«|pes 
filleo} with birds to thejm^es of their friends, orer which they tat 
tjbe birds at liberty. This eoitom is alluded to in the descriptloa of 
Vligima's fimeraL Bea Paml s$td Pirgkud, 

Co fertb, for she 10 ffone t 
WiA the golden light of her wayy hair. 
She is goae to the fields of the viewless air; 

Sm hiaih Left her dwelling looe ! 

Her Teice bath paisM away ! 
It hath patt'd away liice a stutamer breeie. 
When it leaves the hills for the &r blue seas^ 

WheiB we may not trace its way, 

Go^rlfa, and like her be free ! 
With thy radiant wing, and thy glancing 9je, 
Thoa hast all the range of the sunny Bxy^ 

Aod what Is our giief to thee ? 

Is It aught ev'n t6 her.we Bwum ? 
Doth she look on the tears by her kindred shed ? 
Doth ahe mst with the flowers o'er her gentle head. 

Or doat on the light wind borne ? 

We know not — ^bttt she is gcme ! 
Her Ae'p trom the dance, her voice from the song, 
And the smile of her eve fram the festal throng ; — 

She bath left her dwielling tone ! 

When tba waves at sunset shine, 
We may hear thy voice, amidst thousands more, 
In the scented woods of our blowing shore, 

BKt we shall not know 'tis thine I 

GtNi «o wkh the lov*d one flown ! 
Her vBile in the starlight may wandbr by, 
H«r fareadmay be near in the wind's lOv Qg|;« 

Around ««i»))Ot all nnkiuVQi' , 
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Go forth, we have loosM thy chain ! 
We may deck thy cage with the richest flowers, 
Which tte bright day rears io our eastern bowers, 

Bat thoa wilt not be lured again. 

Ev*d thus may the summer poar 
AH fragrant things on the land's ereen breast, 
And mo |^lorious earth like a bricte be dKSB*d, 

fiat it wins her back no more ! 



THE SWORD OF THE TOMB. 



A NOKTBBSN LEOXND. 

The idea of this ballad it taken from a scene in *• Starkotfier," » 
tngedy by the Danish poet Ochlenschlager. The sepalehral fire here 
allnded to« and supposed to guard the ashes of deceased heroes* is 
fraqoently menUoned in the Northern Sagas. Severe sufferings to the 
departed spirit were supposed by the Scandinariaa mythologists to 
be theeoaseqseaee^of any profanation of the iepnlchre. * 

See OeMmteklager't Play$. 



'* Voics of the gifted elder time I 
Voice of the charm and the Runic rhyme ! 
Speak ! from the shades and the depths disclose. 
How Sigurd may vanquiaih his mortal foes; 
voice of the buried past ! 

'* Voice of the grave! *tis the mighty hour. 
When night Wim.ber stars an^ dreams hath power, 
And my step hadi been soundless on the snows, 
And tbe spell I have song hath laid repose 
On the billow and the blast.** 

Then the torrents of the North, 
And the forest pines were still, 
While a hollow chant came forth 
Fknh the dark sepulchral hill. 

** Hieie diines no sun 'midst the hidden dead. 
Bat wbei« the day looks not the brave may tread ; 
There is heard no song, and no mead is poured, 
But the warrior may come to the silent board 
In the shadow of the night. 
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** There is laid a sword in thj father's tomb, 
And its edye is fraught with thy foeman^s doom ; 
fiut soft be thy step through the silence deep, 
And more not the urn iu uie house of sleep. 
For the viewless bare fearful might ."* 

Then died the solemn lay, 
As a trumpet's music dies. 
By the night-wind borne away 
Through the wild and stormy skies^ 

The i^r-trees rock*d to the waih'o^ blast. 
As on through the forest the warrior pass'd, — 
Through the forest of Odin, the dim and old. 
The dnrk place of visions and legends, told 
By the fires of Nor^era pioe*. 

The fir-trees rock*d, and the frezen ground 
Crave back (o his footstep a hollow sound ; 
And it seem'd that the oepths of those a.wfttl shaded^ 
t^ffom the dreary ^loomof their long arcades, 
Gave warning, with voice and sign. 

Inl the wind strange magic knows 
To call wild shape and tone 
From the gray wood's tossing boogfai 
When night is on her throne. 

Thfe pines cWd o*er him with deeper gkxMH, 
As he took the path to the monarch's tomb ; 
The pole-star shone, and the heavens were bright 
IVtth the arrowy streams of the northern light. 
But his road throu^ dimness lay ! 

He pass'd, in the heart of that ancient wood. 
The dark shrine staln'd with the victim's blood i 
Nor paused, till the rock where a vaulted bed 
Had been hewn of old for the kingly dead, 
Arose on his midnight way. 

Then first a moment's chill 
Went shndderfaig through his breast^ 
And the steel-clad man stood still 
Before that place of rest 

But lie cross'd at length, with a deep-fowQ breathy 
The threshold-floor of the hall of Death, 
. A*d kok'd on the pale mysterious fire 
Which eleam'd from tlie ura of his vranior-siie, 
With a strange and aolenm-ligfaii 
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Thea daritlj the words of the boding^ strain 
Like anomton rose on his soul again, 
— " Soft be thy step through the sflence deep, 
And move not the urn in the house of sleep, 
For the viewless have fearful might !** 

fiut the gleaming sword and sbfoid 

Of many a battle- day 

Hung o'er that urn, reveaPd 

By the tomb-fire*8 waveleas ray. 
With a fiided wreath of oak-leaves bound, 
They hung o*er the dust of the far renown*d» 
Whom the br^ht Valkyriur's warning voice 
Had callM to the banquet where gods rejoice,^ 
And the rich mead flows in lights 

With a beating heart his son drew near, / 

And still rang the verse in his thrilling ear, * 
<— "Soft be toy step through the silence deep, 
^nd move not the urn in the house of sleep. 
Pew the viewless have fearful might ! ^ 

And many a Saga*8 rhyme, 
And legend of die grave^ 
That sAiadowy scene of time 
CalPd back, to daunt the brave. 

Bat he rais'd his arm — and the flame grew dim,^ 
And the sword in its light seemM to wave and 8win%„ 
And his faltering hand could not grasp it well*— 
From the pale oak-wreath, with a clash It fell 
Through the chamber of the dead I 

The deep tomb rang with a heavy sound, 
And the nm lay shiverM in fragments round; 
And a msh^as of tempests, quench'd the fire, 
An^the scatterM dust of his warlike sire 

Was strewn on the Champion*s bead. 

One moment — and aU Was still 
]b the slomberer^s anelent hall, 
When ^ rock hadceas'd ot thrH( 
With the mighty weapon's ftJL 

The stark were just fading, one by one» 
The clouds were Just ting*d by the early bun» 
When there streamed through the cavern a torch^f fiWB^» 
And the brother of Sigurd the valiant came 
To seek him in the loajb* 

Stretch*d on his shield, like fhe steeY-giit ijliki 
By ndooalight seen dn ttie llattle-{flain. 
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la a qpeecfalMi trance lay the vvarrior there. 
But he wildly woke when the torch's glare 
Bunt on him through the gloom. 

** The morning wind blows £ree. 
And the hour of chase is near : 
Come forth, come forth, with me ! 
"What dost thou, Sigurd, here V* 

" I hare pat oat the holy sepulchral fire, 
I have scattered the dust of my warrior-sire ! 
It bams on my head, and it weight* down my heart ; 
Bot the winds shall not wander without their part 
To strew o*er the restless deep ! 

** In the mantle of death he was here with me now, — 
There was wrath in his eye, there was gloom on his brow ; 
And his cold still glance on my spirit fell 
With an icv ray and a withering spell— 
Oh ! chill is the house of sleep !** 

'* The morning wind blows free, 
And the reddening snn shines clear ; 
Come forth, come forth, with me .' 
It is dark and fearful here !** 

** He is there, he is there, with his shadowy frown ! 
Bat gon^ fircm his head is the kingly crown. 
The crown from his head, and the spear from his hand,— 
They have chased him far from thf> glorious land 
Where the feast of the gods is spread ! 

**He mast eo forth alone on his phantom steed. 
He must ride o*erthe grave-hills with stormy speed ; 
His place is no loncer at Odin^a board, ^ 
He is driven from Valhalla without bis sword I 
But die slayer ^11 avenge the dead !" 

That sword its fame had won 
By the fall of many a crert. 
But its fiercest work was dooe 
In the tomb, on Sigurd's breast ! 
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VAIiinrRIlJR SONG. 



TtaeTalkjrichrior Fatal Sisters of Northern MrtlMlogy, vert svp* 
posed to single out the warriors who were to <ne in battlej and he 
receired into the hatts of Odin. 

When a northern chief fell glociouslf in war, his obseqoies were 
honoured with all possible magnificence. His arms, gold and silrer* 
war-horsei domestic ettendants, and whatever else be held most dear* 
were pbiced with him on the pile. His depeodaots and friends fre- 
quently made it a point of honour to die with their leader, in order to 
atteifd on his shade in Valhalla, or the Palace of Odin. And lastly* 
his wife was generally consume^ with him on the same pile. 

See MaUeVM JVorthem Jtnt^pUtiett fferberV* Helga, Sre. 

l^reaablingljr flashed tfa* ineonstant meteor light, 

Sbowiiq^ thin forms like irirgins of this earth. 

Save that all signs of human Joy or grief. 

The flush of passioo. smile or tear, had seem*d 

On the fix*d brightness of each daszling cheek 

Strange and unnatural. Milman. 



Thb Sem-king woke ffam the troubled sleep 

Of a vision-hatiiited night, 
And be lodt'd from his bark o*er the gloomy deep» 

And counted the streaks of light ; 
For the red son^s earliest ray 



Was to ronse his bands that day, 
» the stormy joy of fight ! 



To 

Bot the dreams of rest were still on earth. 

And the silent stars on bight 
And there waved not the smoke of one cabin -hearth 
'Midsi the qoiei of the sky ; 
And ahN^^ the twilight bay 
In dieir sleep the hamlets lay, 
For they knew not the Morse were nigh ! 

The Sea-king look*d o*er tl^ brooding wnrt : 

He tnm'd to the das^ty riiere, ^ 

And there seem*d, throagh the arch Of a ti^w^cn. ^yt, 
A fl^sm, p» of snowt to poav ; 
And forth, in watery light, 
Moved phantoms, dimly white. 
Which the g^b of woman boTel 
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Slowly tbey moved to the bitlow side ; 

Ana the forms, as they grew more clear, 
Seem*d each on a tall pale steed to ride, 
And a shadowy crest to rear, 
And to beckon with feint hand 
From the dark and rocky strand, 
And to point a gleaming spear. 
Then a stillness on his spirit fell. 

Before th* unearthly train, 
For he knew Valhalla^s daughters well. 
The choosers of the slain : 
And a sudden rising breeze 
Bore across the moaning seas 
To bis ear their thrilling sti;ain : 

** There are songs in*0din*6 HsU, 
For the brave, ere night to fall ! 
Doth the great san hide his rayp— 
He must bring a wrathful day ! 
Sleeps the falchion in its sheath ?— 
Swords must do the work of death ! 
Regner! — ^Sea-king! — thee we calll— 
There is joy in Odin*s Hall. 

<' At the feast'Bud in the song. 
Thou Shalt be remembered long ! 
By the green isles of (he flood 
Thou hast left thy track in blood ! 
On the earth and on the sea, 
'Dnere are those will speak of thee I 
*Tis enough— the war-gods call 
There is mead in Odin's Hall ! 

" Regner '• tell thy feir-hair*d bride 
She must slumber at thy side ! 
Tell the brother of thy breast 
Ev'n for him Iby grave hath rest ! 
Tell the raven-steed which bore thee. 
When the wild wolf fled before thee. 
He too with his lord must fall- 
There is room in Odin*s Hall ! 

** Lo ! the mighty sun looks forth— 
Arm • thou leader of the north ! 
Lo! the mists of twilight fly — 
We mast vanish, thou must die ! 
By iht sword and by the spear, 
By the hand that knows not fisar. 
Sea-king ! nobly shalt thou fall !-- 
Then is joy ra Odin's Hall "' 



1 
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There was anniiig heard on land and wave, 

When afiur the sunlight swead. 
And the phant(Nn formB of tne tide-worn cave 
Whh tne mists of moruing fled. 
Bat at eye, the kingly hand 
Of the battle-axe and brand, 
Lay cokl on « pile of dead ! 



TH£ CAVERN OF THE THREE TELItS. 

SWltS^THADlTlON. • 

The three ibuiiden of the Helvetic Confedereejr are thoof ht to 
•leep in o eavom near the lake of Lucerae. The hejnUmen c^ 
theai the Three Tells ; and say that they lie there in their antiqao 
gafb«in qmet slamber; and when Switzerland is in her ntOMSt 
need, thejr will awaken and regain the liberties of the land. 

' See Quarterly RevUwt JVV. 44. 

The Oriltli. where the confederates held their nig^itly meetian, 
it a meadow on the shore of the Lake of Lucerne, or Lake of tne 
ForcatK^aatonf, here called the Forest-sea. 

Ob ! enter not yon shadowy caye * . 

Seek not the bright spars there, 
Thoiu^ the whispering pines that o*er it wave, 
Witb freshness fill £e air : 

For there the Patriot Three, 
In thegarh of old arrajM, 
By their native Forest-sea 
On a rocky couch are laid. 

The Patriot Three that met of yore 

Beneath the midnight sky, 
And le^^ed their hearts on the Grtltli shore, 
In the name of liberty ! 

Now silently tiiey sleep 

Amidst the hills they freed ; 
Bot their rest is only deep, 
Till their cotmtry's hour of need. 

Tliey start not at the hunter's call, 

Nor the Laminer-geyer's cry, 
Nor the rash of a sudden torrent's fall, 

Nor the Lauwlne thundering by ! 
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And the Alpine berd3man*s lay. 
To a Svvitaer's heart so dear ! 

On the wild wind floats away. 
No more for them to hear. 

Bat when (be battle-hom is blown 

Till the Schreckhorn's peaks reply, 
yfhea the Jungfrau*8 clim send back the ione 
Through their eagles* lonely sky ; 

When spear-hjEAds light the lakes. 
When trumpets loose the mows, 
When the rushing war-steed shakes 
The glacier's mute repose ; 

When Uri's beechen woods wave red 

In the burning hamlet*s light ;-* 
Then from the cavern of the dead. 
Shall the, sleepers wake in mis^t ! 

With a leap, like Teli's proud leap, 
When away the he fan he floog,'^ 
And boldly up the steep 
From the flashing billow sprang! 



They shall wake beside their Forest- 
In the ancient garb they wore 
When they link'd the hands that made us freei 
On the Grutli's moonlight shore : 
^ * And their voices shall be heard, 

And be answerM with a shout, 
Till the echoing Alps, are stirr'd. 

And the signal-fiies blaze out. ( 

And the land shall see such deeds again 

As those of that proud day, ^ 

When Winkelried, on Sempach's plain. 
Through die serried spears made' way $ 

And when the rocks came down 

On the dark Morgarten dell. 
And the crowned casques,! o*erthxown, 
Before our fathers fell! 

For the K«khreihen's| notes must never sound 

In a land that wears the chain, 
And the vines on freedom's holy ground 

Untiampled must remain ! 

* The point of rock on which Tell leaped from the boat of Gettler 
is marked by a chapel, and called the TelUtuprung, 

t Ohmned hehneU, as a ^stlnction of rank, are meatiGrned in 
Simond** Switzerland. 

X The KUbreihen, the celebrated Ranf da Facher, 
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Aod the yellow harvest wave 

For no straneer^a hand to reap. 
While within their silent cave 

The men of Grutli sleep ! 



SWISS SONG, 

ON THE ANNIVXR8ART OF AN ANCISKT BATTLI. 

The Swiss, eren to our days, have ooDtioued to celebrate the anot- 
▼ersaries of ancient battles with much solemnity ; assemblin; in the 
open air on the fields where their ancestors fought, to hear thanks- 
givinn offered op by the priests, and the names of all who shared in 
the glory of the day enumerated. They afterwards walk in proces- 
sion to chapels, always erected in the vicinity of such scenes, where 
masses are mng for the souls of the departed. 

see Plania'* hittory of the Melvttic Ctmfedtracy. 

Look on the white Alps ixitund ! 

If yet thev gird a laud 
Where frecdoro's voice and step are found, 
Forget ye not the baud^ 
The faithful baud, our sires, who fell 
Here, in the narrow battle-dell ! 

If yet, the wilds among, 

Our silent hearts may burn, 
When the deep mountain- horn had rung, 
And home our steps may turn, 
— Hofne ! — ^home ! — if still that nam« be dear, 
Praise to the men who perish'd here .' 

Look on the white Alps round ! 

Up to the shining snows 
That day the stormy rolling sound, 
The sound of battle rose ! 
Their caves prolong'd the tnimpef s blast, 
Their dark puies trembled as it passM ! 

They saw the princely crest, 

They saw the knightly spear, 
The bamier and the mail-clad breast 
Borne down, and trampled here ! 
They saw — and glorying' there they stand, 
Eternal records to the land ! 

4* 
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Praise to the iDountaia-born, 

The brethren of the glen ! 
By them no steel-array was worn, 

They stood as peasant-men .' 
They left the vineyard and the field 
To DFeak an empire's lance and shield - 

Look on the white Alps round ! 

If yet, along their steeps, 
Oar children's (earless feet may bound , 
Free as the chamois leaps : 
Teach them in song to bless the band 
Amidst whose mossy graves we stand ! 

If by the wood*fire*s blaace. 

When winter-stars gleam cold, 
The glorious tales of elder days { 

May proudly yet be told, ■ 

Forget not then the shepherd-race. 
Who made the hearth a holy place ! 

Look on the white Alps round ! 

If yet the sabbaih bell 
Comes o'er them with a gladdening aoiiB^, 
Think on the battle dell ! 
For blood first bathed lia flowery sod, ' 
That chainless hearts might worship God ! 



THE MESSENGER-BIRD. 

Soine of the native Brazilians pay great veneration to a certain 
bird that sing< mournfully in fhe night- time. They say it is a mes- 
seager which their deceased friends and relations have sent, and 
thai it brings them news from the other worjd. 

See PicarVt Ceremonies and Religious Cuttomi. 

Thov art come from the spirits* land, thou bird • 

Thou art come from the spirito* land ! 
Through the dark pbe-erove let thy voice be heard. 

And tell of the shadowy band ! 

We know that the bowers are green and fair 

In the light of that summer shore, 
And we know that the friends we have lost are there. 

They are there— -ftod they weep oo more? 
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And we know they have qoench'd tb^ir fevfifn thirst 
From the FottHtain of Youth era now,* 

For there roost the stream in its freshness bant. 
Which none may find below - 

And we know that they will not be lured to earth 

From the land off deathless flowers, 
By the teast, or the dance, or the song of mirth, 

Though their hearts were ooc^ with ours; 

llioarb they sat with us by the night-fire's blase. 

And bent with ns the bow. 
And heard the tales of our fkthers' ^7h 

Which ara told to others now • 

Bat toll us, thoa bird of the solemn strain - 

Can those who have loved forget ? 
We call — and they answer not again — 

"—Do they love— do they love us yet f 

Doth the warrior think of his brother there^ 

And the father of his child ? 
And the chief, of those that wera wont to share 

His wanderings' through the wild ? 

We call them iar throagh the silent night. 
And they speak not from cave or hill ; 

We know, ttiou bird! that their land is bright, 
Bat say, do they love there still ? 

^ * An expedition was actually undertaken b]r Juan Ponce de Leon, 
in the 16ui centuiy, with a view of discovering a wonderful foun- 
tain* believed by the natives of Puerto Rico to spring in one of the 
I*acayo Isles, and to possess the virtue of restoring youth to all whA 
bathol in its waters.— See Robert$on^8 History of America. 
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THE STRANGER IN IiOVISIANA. 



An early travdller mentions m people on the banks of the Hitni- 
•ippi who bunt into teanat the ugfatof a strancer. The reason of 
this it, that they fancy their deceased friends aad relations to be only 

Kne on a^ourney. and being in constant expectation of their return* 
»k for them vainly among these foreign travellers. 

PicarV* CercmoniM and lUUfwm CWteM|f . 
**J*ai pass^ moi-raftme," says Gbateaubnand in his Soinrenrt 
d* Am^rique. ** ches une peaplade indienne qui se prenait diplearer 
A la vue d^on Toyageur, parce qu'il lui rappelait des amis partis poor 
la Conirie dttAmt$^ et de pais long- tems en voyage**^ 

Wi saw thee, O stnager, and wept ! 
We looked for the youth of (he sunuy glance, 
Wboae step was the fleetest in the chase or dance ! 
The light of his eye was a joy to see, 
The path of his arrows a stoiin to flee ! 
Bat toere came a voice from a distant shore ; 
He was caird — he is found *midst bis tribe no more ! 
He is not in his place when die night-fires barn, 
But we look for him still—- he will yet return I 
— His brother sat with a drooping brow 
In the gloom of the shadowing cypress bough. 
We roased him— we bade him no longer pine. 
For we heard a step — ^but the step was thiue. 

We saw thee, O Stranger, and wept ! 
We looked for the maid of the moamful song, 
Moarnfttl, though sweet — she hath left us long ! 
We told her the youth of her love was gone, 
And she went forth to see him — she pess*d alone ; 
We hear not her voice when the woods are still, 
From the bower where it sang like a silvery ritl. 
The jo^ of her sire with her smile hath fled, 
The wmter is white on his lonely head. 
He hath none by his side when the wilds we track. 
He hath n<me when we rest^--^et she^ comes not back ! 
We looked for her eye on the reast to shine. 
For her breexy step— but the step was thine ! 
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We saw thee, O straneer, and vrept I 
We Iook*d for the chief who hath left the spear 
And the bpw of his battles fbi:g;otten here ! 
We look*d for the httnteri whose bride's lament 
On the wind of the forest at eve is sent : 
We look*d for the first-bom, whose moiber'9 cry 
Stands wild and shrill throagh the midnight sky ! 
•—Where are thejf^-thou *rt seeking some distant ooast««* 
Oh, mA of tfiem, stranger ! — send bM:k the lost ! 
Tell them we mourn b^ the dark blue streams« 
Tell them oar lives bat of them are dreams S 
Tell bow we sat in the gkxMn to pine. 
And to watch for a step— bat the step was thine! 



TH£ ISLE OF FOUNTS. 

AH INDIAN TRADITION. 



•' The Biver St Mary has iti source from m vsit lake or manb. 
which lies between Flint and Oakmalge rivers, and occupies a space 
of near three, hnndred miles ia circuit. This vast aecimmlation of 
waters, in the wet season, appears as a lake, and contains some laq^ 
islands or knolls of rich highland ; one of which the present venera- 
tion of the Creek Indians represent to be a most blissful spot of earth ; 
thejr say it is inhabited by a pecoliar race of Indians, wnose women 
are incomparably beautiful. They also tell you that this terrestrial 
pa«adise has been seen bv some of their enterprising hunters, when 
in pursuit of gave t but that in their endeavours to approach it, ther 
were involved in perpetual labyrinths, and, like enchanted land, still 
•• they imagined they had just gained it. it seemed to fly before 
them, alternately appearing and disappearing. They resolved, at 
lei^h, to leave the delusive pursuit, and to return, which, after a 
number of difficulties, tbey effected. When they rap«rtod their ad- 
ventures to their oountiymen, the young warriors were inflamed with 
fa irrenstible desire to invade, and make a conquest of, so cbarm- 
v»g a country; but all their attempts have hitherto proved abortive, 
Mver having been able again to find that enchanting spot** 

Bartram*s Travels through JYorik and South Carolina, ^e. Tho 
additional circumstances in the Isle of Founts are merely imaginary. 

Son of the stranger ! wouldst thou take 

O'er yoo blae nills thy lonely way, 
To reach the still and shining lake 

Along whose banks die west winds play ? 



46 LAYS OF MANY LANDS. 

— ^Let no vain drdams thj heart be|;uile. 
Oh ! seek thou not the Fountain-Isie I 

Lull bat the mifj^ty serpent king,* 

*Midst the gray rocks, his olajdomaia : 
Ward bat the coQgar's deadly spring, 
—Thy step that lake's green shore may g%iu ; 
And the bright Isle, when all is passM 
Shall vainly meet thine eye at last I 

Yes ! thefe, with all its rainbow streams, 

Clear as within thine arrow's flight, 
The Isle of Foants, the Isle of dreams, 
Floats on the wave in golden light; 
And lovely will the shadows be 
Of groves whose frait is not for thee ! 

And breathing fiom their sanny flowers, 
Which are not of the thinp that die, < 
And sin^ng voices from their bowers 
Shall greet thee in the purple skjr ; 
Soft voices, e'en like those that dwell 
Far in the green reed's hollow cell. 

Or hast tfioa heard the sounds that rise ^ 
From the deep chambers of the earth i 
The wild and wondrous melodies 
To which the ancient rocks gave birth ?f 
Like that sweet aong of hidden caves 
Shall swell those wood-notes o'er the waves. 

The emerald waves !-— they take their hue 

And unage from that sunbrijght shore ; 
But wouldst thou launch thy light canoot 
And wouldst thou ply thy rapid oar. 
Before thee, hadst thou morning^ speed. 
The dreamy land shouldst still recede ! 



•^^ 



* The Cherakeet believe that the receises of their motiQtains« 
overgrown with lofty pine* and cedan, and covered with old mony 
tocka« are inhabited by the kioge or chiefa of the rattleeaake** whoa 
they denominate the ** bright old inhabitant^** Thev repreieat 
them at inakes of an enormous sice, and which potiest ihe power of 
drawing to them every UvCng creature that comet within the neach 
of their eyet. Their heads are tMd to be crowned with a caiben- 
de, of daxsliiig brigfa t nem. See Notes lo Leyden^i ** Setnag of 

T The ttoaee on the baaktof the Oronoco, called by the South 
American mittienariet Laxat de Jlfii«te«,and alladedtoin a fonner 
note. 
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Yet on the breeie thoa still wooldst hear 

The nmnc of its flowerine shadeSf 
And ever should the sound oe near 
Of fixints that ripple throoeh ita glades : 
Hie sound, and sight, and flashing ray 
Of jojrous waters in their play 1 

But wo lor him who sees them hurst 
With their bri^^ht spray-showers to the labe ; 

. &rth has no sprmg to quench the thirst 
That semblance in his soul shall wake. 

For erer pouring through his dreams, 

The gush of those untested streams ! 

Bri^t, bright in many a roclnr urn. 

The waters of our deserts ue, 
Yet at their source his lip shall bum, 
Ftoch*d with the ferer's agony ! 
From the blue mountains to the main. 
Our t h ousand floods may roll in vain. . 

C*en thus our hunters came of yore 

Back from their lonsr and weary quest ; 
*->Had they not seen tn* untrodden shore. 
And could they *mtdst our wilds find rsst ? 
The lightning of their glance was fled, 
Tbey dwelt among us as the dead I 

Tber lay beside our glittering rills, 

With visions m their darken'd eye, 
Their joy was not amidst the hills. 
Where elk and deer before us fly ; 
Their spears upon the cedar hung. 
Their javelins .to the wind were flung. 

Thev bent no more the forest-bow. 

They arm'd not with the warrior^ band. 
The moons waned o*er them dim and slow — 
—•They left us for the spirit's land ! 
Beneath our pines yon greensward heap 
Shows where the restless found their sleep. 

Son of the stranger ! if at eve 

Silence be 'midst us in thy place, 
Yetgo not where the mighty leave 
Ihe strength of battle and of chase ! 
Let no vain dreams thy heart beguile, 
Oh ! seek thon not the Fountain-isle ! 
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THE BENDED BOW- 

It i» supposed that war was ancientlf proclained in BnUia ^7 
sending me.»nger8 in different direction. Uirpyh ^e 'and. eiuA 
bearini a bended bow ; and that peace was m lik« manner annonnc 
ed by a bow unstrung, apd therefore straight. 

See the Cambrian Anti^^iu* 

Tbxbv was heard the sound of a coming foe, 
There was sent through Britain a bended Bow, 
And a voice was po«r»d on the free winds far, 
As Uie land rose up at the sound of war. 

<' Heard ye not the battle-horn f 
—Reaper ! leave thy golden com ! 
Leave it for the birds of heaven. 
Swords must flash, and spears be riven ! 
Leave it for the winds to shed — 
Arm ! ere Britain^s turf grow red !" 

And the reaper armM, like a freemi^*8 son. 
And the bended Bow and the voice passed on. 

" Hunter ! leave the niountain*chase f 
Tdte the fiilchion from its place ! 
Let the wolf go free to-day, 
Leave him for a nobler prey .' 
Let the deer ungaird sweep by,— 
Arm thee ! Britain's foes are nigb." 

And the hunter arm'd era the chase was done. 
And the bended Bow and the voice passM. on. 

** Chieftain f quit the joyous feaSt • 
Stay not till the song hath ceased : 
Though the mead 1^ foaminff bright, 
Though the fires give ruddy light, 
Leave the hearth and leave the hall-* 
Arm thee ! Britain's foes must fall.'' 

And the chieftain arm'd, and the horn was blojifij, 
And the bended Bow and the voice pass'd on. 
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" Prince ! thy father's deeds are told, 
Id the bower apd in the bold ! ^ 
Where the goatherd's lay is sung, 
Where the minstrePs harp is strong ! 
— Foes are on thy native Sea—* 
Give oor bards a tale of thee !" 

And the prince came ann'd, like a leader's son, 
And the bended Bow and the voice pass'd on. 

'* Mother ! stay thou not thy boy I 
He mast Iteim the battle's joy. 
Sister ! bring the sword and spear, 
Give thy brother words of cheer ! 
Maiden ! bid thy lover part, 
Britain calls the strong in heart !" 

And the bended Bow and the voice pass'd on, 
And the bards made song for a battle won. 



HE NEVER SMILED AGAIN.* 

It is recorded of Henry the First, that after the death of his soiii 
Prioee WillLam, who perished in a shipwreck off ^e coast of Nor- 
mandy* he was never seeo to smile. 

Ti|K bark that held a prince went down. 

The sweeping waves roll'd on ; 
And what was England^s glorious crown 

To him that wept a son ? 
He lived — for life may long be borne 

Ere sorrow break its chain ; — 
Why comes not death to those who mourn ? 

—He never smiird again ! 

There stood proud forms around his throne, 

The stately and the brave, 
But which could till the place of one, 

That one beneath the wave ? 



* Originally published in the Literarv Gazette. 
VOL. II. 5 



50 LAYS OF MANY LANDS. 

Before him paaa'd the yoang and fair, 

In pleasure's reckless train, 
But seas dash'd o'er his son's bright hair— 

-—He never sihiled again ! 

He sat where festal bowls went round; 

He heard the minstrel sing, 
He saw the tourney's victor crown d, 

Amidst the knightly ring : 
A murmur of the restless deep 

Was blent with every strain, 
A voice of winds that would not sleep— 

^He never smiled again ! 

Hearts, in that time, closed o'er the trace 

Of vows once fondly pour'd, 
And strangers took the kinsman's place 

At many a joyous board ; 
Graves, which true love had bathed with tears, 

Were left to Heaven's bright rain, 
Fresh hopes were bom for other years— 

—He never smiled again ! 



CCEURp-D£-I<ION AT THE BIER OF HIS 

FATHER. 

The body of Henry the Second lay in state in the abbey church of 
Fontovraud, where it wai visited by Richard Coeur-de-Lion, who, 
on heholdins it. was struck with horror and remorse, and bitterij 
reproached himself for that rebellioiis conduct which had been the 
means of bringing his father to an untimely grave. 

ToBCHES were blazing clear, 

Hymns pealing deep and slow, 
Where a king lay stately on his bier, 

In the church of Fontevraud. 
Banners of battle o'er him hung, 

And warriors slept beneath. 
And light, as Noon's broad light, was flung 

•On the settled face of death. 
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Oa the settled face of death 

A strong and ruddy glare. 
Though dirnni*d at times by the censer's braatb, 

Tet it fell still brightest there : 
As if each deeply-furrow'd trace 

Of earthly years to show, — 
— ^Alas ! that sceptred mortal's race 

Had surely closed in wo ? 

The marble floor was swept 

By many a long dark stole. 
As the kneeling priests round him that slept. 

Sang mass for the parted soul ; 
And solemn were the strains they poar'd 
. Through the stillness of the night, 
With the cross above, and the crown and sword, 

And the silent king in sight 

There was heard a heavy clang. 

As of steel-girt me« the tread, 
And the tombs and the hollow pavement rang 

With a sounding thrill of dread ; 
And the holy chant was hush'd awhile, 

As, by the torch's flame, 
A gleam of arms, up the sweeping aisle, 

With a mail-clad leader came. 

He came with haughty look. 

An eagle-glance and clears 
But his proud heart through its breast-plate shook. 

When he stood beside the bier ! 
He stood there still with a drooping brow, 

And clasp'd hands o'er it raised ; — 
For his fiither lay before him low, 

It was Cceur-de-Lion gazed ! 

And silently he strove 

With the workings of his breast, 
-'-But there 's more in late repentant love 

Than steel may keep suppress'd ! 
And his tears brake forth, at last, like rain — 

—Men held their breath in awe, 
For his face was seen by his warrior-train. 

And he reck'd not that they saw. 

He look'd upon the dead. 
And sorrow seem'd to lie, 
A weight of sorrow, ev'n like lead, 
Pale on the fast-shut eve. 
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He Btoop*d— and kiss*d the froua cheek. 

And the heavy hand of clay. 
Till bursting words— yet all too freak— 

Gave his sours passtua way. 

** Oh, father ! is it vain. 

This late renriorse and deep ^ 
Speak to me, father ! once again, 

I weep— behold, I weep ! 
Alas ! my guilty pride and ire ! 

Were but this work undone, 
1 would give £iu^land*8 crown, my sire ! 

To hear thee bless thy son. 

** Speak to me *• mighty pief 

Ere DOW the dust hath sttrr'd ! 
Hear me, but hear me !— fether, chief, 

My king ! I must be heard ! 
—Hush'd, Hiish'd— bow is it that I call, 

And that thou an8were|t not ? 
When was it thus ?•— wo, wo for all 

The love my ciDul forgot I 

" Thy silver hairs I see. 

So sull, so sadly bright ! 
And father, father ! but for me. 

They had not been so white ! 
/ bore thee down, liigh heart I at last. 

No longer couldst Uiou strive ;— 
Oh I for one moment of the past. 

To kneel and say—* Forgive 5' 

"Thou wert the noblest king. 

On royal throne e'er seen ; 
And thou didst weartM) knightly ring, 

Of all, the stateliest mien ; 
And thou didst prove, where spears are proved 

In war, the bravest heart— 
— Oh ! ever the renowned nrid loved 

Thou wert— -and ihere thou art ! 

" Thou that mv boyhood^s guide 

Didst take fond joy to be ! — 
The times I Ve sported at thy side, 

And climb'd thy parent-knee ! 
And there befora the blessed shrine, 

My sire ! I see thee lie,— 
How will that sad still face of thine 

I.«ok on me till I die !" 
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THE VASSAL'S LAMENT FOR THE 
FALLEN TREE. 

" Here (at Brereton in Cheshire) is one thins incredibly Itranre. 
but attested, as I myself have heard, by many persons, and com- 
anooly believed. Before anv heir of this family dies, there are seen, 
in a lake adjoining, the bodies of trees swimmiojr on the water for 
aeveral days." Camden's Britannia. 

Txs ! I have seen the ancient oak 

On the dark deep water cast. 
And it was not fell*d by tlM woodman's stroke 
Or the rosh of the sweeping blast ; 
For the axe might never touch that tree. 
And she air was still as a summer- sea. 

I saw it fall, as falls a chief 
By an arrow in the fight. 
And the oFd woods shook, to their loftiest leaf 
At the crashing of its might ! 
And the startled deer to their coverts drew. 
And the spray of the lake as a fountain's flew ! 

'Tis fall'n ! but think thou not I weep 
For the forest's pride olertbrown ; 

An old man's tears lie far too deep, 
^ To be pour'd for this alone ! 
But by that sign too well I know. 
That a youthful head must soon be low ! 

A youthful head, with its shining hair. 
And its bright quick- (lashing eye — 
— ^Well may t weep ! for the boy is fair, 
Too fair a thing to die ! 
But on his brow the mark isset^— 
Oh .' could my life redeem him yet ! 

He bounded by me as I gazed 

Alcme on the fatal sign. 
And it seem'd like sunshine when he raised 
His joyous glance to mine ! 
With a stag's fleet step he bounded by, 
So full of life — but he must die ! 

6* 
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He mast, he mast ! in thattleep dell, 

Bj that dark vfater*s side, 
*Ti8 known that ne^er a proad tree fell, 
But an heir of his fathers died, 
And he— there 's laughter in his eye, 
Joy in his voice^— >et he must die ! 

I've borne him in these arm^, that now 

Are nerveless and unstrung ; 
And must i see, on that fair- brow, 
The dust untimely flung ? 
I must ! — yon green oak, branch and crest. 
Lies floating on the dark lake's breast ! 

The noble boy !— -how proudly sprung 
The falcon from bi^ hfind ! 
It seem'd like youth to see Aim young, ' 

A flower in his father's land ! 
But the hour of tlie knell and the dii^ is nigh, 
For the tree hath fall'n, and the flower must die. 

Say not *in vain ! — I tell thee, some 
Are wam'd by ». meteor's light. 

Or a pale bird flitting calls them home, 
Or a voice on' the winds by night ; 

And they must go ! — and he too, he— 
— Wo for the h.U of the glorious Tree ! 



THE WILD HUNTSMAN. 

It is a popular belief in the Odenwald. that the pa5siD^ of tlie 
Wild Huntsman announces the approach of war. He is supposed 
to issue with his train from the ruined castle of Rodenstein, and 
traverse the air to the opposite castle of Scbnellerts. It it confi- 
dently asserted that the sound of his phantom horses and hounds 
vras heard by the Duke of Baden before the commencement of the 
last war in vermany. 

Tht rest was deep at the slumberer's hour 

If thou didst not hear the blast 
Of the savage bom, from the mountain-tower, 

As the Wild Night- Huntsman pass'd. 
And the roar of the stormy chase went by. 

Through the dark unquiet sky ! 
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The stag sprang ap from his mossy bed 

When he caaght the piercin? aoands, 
Aod the oak-boQghs crashed toliis antler'd head 

As be flew froin the viewless hoands ; 
And the falcon soar'd troin her craggy height, 

Avray through the rushing night ! 

The banner shook on its ancient hold, 

And the pine in its desert-place, 
As the clood and lempest onward roll*d 

With the din of the trampling nice ; 
And the glens were filPd with the laugh and sbouti 

And the bugle, ringing out ! 

From the chieftain's hand the wine-cup figll. 

At the castle's festive board, 
And a sudden pause came o'er the swell 

Of the harp's triumphal chord ; 
And the Minnesinger's* thrilling lay 

Id the hall died fast awny. 

The convent's chanted rite was stay'd, 

And the hermit dropp'd bis beads. 
And a trembling ran through the fdt'est-shade. 

At the neigh of the phantom 8teedt>, 
And the chnrch-belis peal'd to the rocking blast 

As the Wild' Night-Huntsman pnss'd. 

1'be storm hath swept with the chase away, 

There is stillness in the sky, 
But the mother looks on her son to day, 

With a troubled heart and eye. 
And the maiden's brow hath a shade of care 

'Midst the gleam ot her golden hair ! 

The Rhine flows bright, but its waves ere long 

Must hear a voice of war, 
And a clash of spears our hills among, 

And a trunipet t nim afar ; 
And the brave on a bloody turf must lie, 

For the Huntsman hatlt gone by I 



* Minnesinger, love-tinger ; the waiideriog minstrels of Germa" 
ny were so called in the middle a^es. 
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BRANDENBURGU HARVEST-SONG.* 

FROM THE OKRHAN OF LA MOTTE FOOftUl. 

The corn, in golden light, 

Waves o'er the plain ; 
The sickle's gleam is bright ; 

FuU swells the grain. 

Now send we far aroand 

Our harvest lay ! 
— Alas ! a heavier sound 

Comes o'er the day ! 

On every breeze a knell 

The hamlets pour, — 
— We know its cause too well, 

She is no more .' 

Earth shrouds with burial sod 

Her soft eye's blue, — 
— Now o'er the gifts of God 

Fall tears like dew ! 



* For tbe jear of the Q,ueeD of Prussians death. 
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TH£ SHADE OF TH£S£US. 

ANCIUT OftllK TBAOITION. 

Know ye not when our dead 

From sleep to battle sprung ? 
— When the Pergian charger's tread 

On their covering greensward rung ! 
When the trainplii^ march of foes 

Had crushed our vines and flowers. 
When jewelled crests arose 

Through the holy lamrel-bowers, 

When banners caught the breeze. 
When helms iu sunlight abooe, 

When masts were on tfie seas, 
And spears on Marathon. 

There was one, a leader cnmm^d, 

And ann*d for Onsec* that cby ; 
But the faldrions nade no soMiid 

On his gleaming war-arrav. 
In the battle's front he stooo, 

With his tall and shadowy crest ; 
But the arrows drew no bkwd 

Though their path was through his breast. 

When banners caaght'the breese. 
When hehns in sunlight shone, 

When roasts wem on the seas. 
And spears on Marathon. 

His sword was seen to flash 

Where the boldest deeds were done; 
But it smote without a clash ; 

The stroke was heard by none ! 
His voice was not of those 

That sweird the rolling blast, 
And his steps fell hushMlike snows— 

'Twas the Shade of Theseus pass'd ! 

When banners caught the breeze, 
«■ When helms in sunlight shone. 
When masts were 00.I& seas, 
And spears cm Marathon. 
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Far iweepiog through the foe, 

With a fiery charge he bore ; 
And the Meae left inaoy a brow 

Od the soonding ocean -shore. 
And the (oaming waves grew red. 

And the sails were crowded, fast, 
When the sons of Asia fled, 

As the Shade of Theseas pass'd ! 

When banners caught the breeze. 
When helms in sunlight shone, 

When masts were on the seas, 
And spears on Marathon. 



1 



ANCIENT GREEK SONG OF EXIIiE* 

Whibi is the sammer, with her golden sun ? 

— ^That festal gloiy hath not pass'd from eai^ : 
For me alooe the laughing day is done ! 

Where is the summer with her voice of mirth ? 
— ^Far in my own bright land ! 

Where are the Fauns, whose flute«notes breathe and die 
On the gpwen hills? — the founts, from spany caves 

Through the wild places bearing melody ? 
The reeds, low whispering o*er the river waves ? 
— Far in my own bright land ! 

Where are the temples, through the dim wood shining. 
The viigin-dances, and the diorel strains ? 

Where the sweet sisters of my youth, entwining 
The Springes first roses for iheir aylvan hates T 
— ^Far in my own bright land ! 

Where are the vineyards, with their joyous throngs. 
The red grapes pressing when the foliage fades ? 

The lyres, the wreaths, the lovely Dorian songs, 
And the pine forests, and the olive shades? 
— Far in my own bright land ! 

Where the deep haunted grots, the laurel bowers. 
The Dryad*s footsteps, and the miostrePs dreams ? 

— ^Oh ! that my life were as a southern flower^s ! ' 
I mig^t not languish then by these chill streams, 
r ar from my own bright land ! 



tATS OF MANY LANDS. dfi 



GRE£K FUNERAL CHANT OR JHYRICW 

LOGUE. 



•• Les Chants Fun^bres par lesquels on deplore en Gr^ee la mort 
da aes proches* prennent le nom particalier de Myriologia, conune 
qui dirait, Discoan de lamentation, complaintes. un malade vient- 
il de rendre le dernier so upir, ta femme, sa m^re, ses fiUeSi ses sosurs, 
celles, en un mot, de ses plus proches parentes qui sont lA, lui fer- 
ment les yens et la bouche, en ^ancbant librement, chacune selon 
son naturel et sa mesure de tendresse pour le d^ont, la doulenr qu* 
«Ue ressent de sa perte. Ce premier devoir rempli, elks se retirent 
toutes chez nne de leurs parentes ou de leurs amies. lA elles cban- 
geot de v^temens, s'habillent de blanc, comme pour la c^r^monie 
nuptiale, avec cette drfierence, qu'elles gardent la t^te uae, les cha-- 
Teux ^pars et pendants. Ces appr^ts terminus, les parentes revien- 
nent dans leur par are de deuil: toates se rangent en circle autour 
du mort, et leur douleur s*ezhale de nouveau, et, comme la premiere 
fois, sans r^gle pt sans contrainte, A ces plaintes spontan^s snecd- 
dent bientdt des lamentations d*une autre espdce : ce sont les Mif 
riologues. Ordinairement C'est la plus proche parente qui prononce 
]e sien la premiere ; aprds elle les autres parentes, les amies, les 
simples voisines. Les Myriologues sont toujours composes et chan- 
t6s par les femmes. lis sont toujours improTis^s, toujours en vers, 
et toujours chant^s sur un atr qui di£f6re d'un lieu i un autre, mais 
qui, dans un lieu doon^t reste invariablement consacr^ &ce genre de 
po€sie." 

C^antt Populaires de la Orice Modtrne, par C. Fauriel. 



A WAIL was beard around the bed, the death-bed of the young, 
Amidst her tears the Funeral Chant a raournfol mother sung. 
— " lanthis ! dost thou sleep ? — Thou sleep'st .'—but this is not 

the rest, 
The breathing and (he rosy calm, 1 have pillowM on my 

breast ! 
I luird thee not to this repose, lanthis ! my sweet son ! 
As in thy glowinjc chiIdhood*s time by twilight I have done ! 
— How is it (hat I bear to stand and look upon thee now ? 
And that I die not, seeing death on iby pale glorious brow ? 
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** I look npoD thee, thoa that wert of all most fair and brare I 
I lee thee wearing still too much of beauty for the gnve I 
TtKMigh moumfblhr thy smile is fixM, and heavily thine eye 
Hath shut above the falcoa^glance that in it loved to lie > 
And fast is bound the springing step, that seemM oo breezes 

borne, 
When to thy couch I came and said, — * Wake, hunter, wake ! 

'tis mom V 
Yet art thou lovely still, my flower ! untouchM by slow decav, 
— ^And I, the withered stem, remain — ^I would that grief might 

sby ! 

** Oh ! ever when I met thy kx>k, I knew that this would be ! 
I knew too well that length of days was not a gift fiN* tfiee ! 
I saw it in thy kindling cheek, and in thy bearing high ; — 
A voice came whispering to my soul, and told me thou must 

die! 
That thou must die, my fearless one - where swords were 

flashing red. — 
— ^Why doth a mother live to say — my first-bom and my dead ? 
They tell me of thv yoothfol fame, they talk of victory won— 
—Speak thou, and 1 will hear ! my child, lanthis ! my sweet 

son !" 

A wail was heard around the bed, the deathbed of the young, 
A fair-hair*d bride the Funeral Chant amidst her weeping 

•ung. 
— ** lanthis! lo^*8t thou not on me? — Can love indeed be 

fiedi" 
When was it wo before to gaze upon thy stately head ? 
I would that I bad followed thee, lanthis, my beloved ! 
And stood as woman oft hath stood where faithful hearts are 

proved ! 
That I nad bound a breastplate on, and battled at thy side— 
—It would have been a blessed thing together had we died ! 

" But where was I when thou didst fall beneath the fatal 

sword? 
Was I beside the sparkling fount, or at the peaceful board ? 
Or singing some sweet song of old, in the shadow of the vine, 
Or praying to the saints for thee, before the holy shrine f 
Ana thou wert lying low the while, the life-drops from thy 

heart 
Fast gushing like a mountain-spring !— and couldst thou thus 

depart f 
Cooldst tnou departi nor on my lips pour out thy fleeting 

breath ? 
-o-Oh ! I was with thee but in joy, that should have been in 
death *■ 
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" Yes ! I wu with tbee when the dance throogfa muy rmga 

was led, 
And when the Itk and voice weie toned, and when the feast 

wasfpreaa; 
But not where noble blood flowed forth, where sounding 

javelins flew — 
— ^l/vhjdidl hearlove*s first sweet words, and not its last 

aaien ? 
What now can breathe of gladness nxne, what scene, what 

hour, what tone ? 
Tlie blue skies fade with all their lights, they fade, since 

thou art gone ! 
Ev'n thai most leave ne, that still &oe, bj all my tears un- 
moved — 
—Take me from this dark woiid with (bee. lanthis ! my 

beloved!*' 

A wail was heard around the bed, the death-bed c( the 



young 
Amios 



Ist her tears the Funeral chant a mournful sister song. 
«<Ianthis ! brother of my soul ! — oh ! where are now the dnys 
That langh'd among the deep green hills, on all oar infant 

plaO^s ? 
When we two sported by the streams, or tracked them to 

their source. 
And like a stag's, the rocks along, was thy fleet fearless 

course ! 
— I see the pines^tbire waving yet, I see the rills descend, 
I see thy boandii% slapno more— -my brother and my friend ! 

*' I come with flbwers-~for spring is come !— lanfliis ! art 

tfaouAere? 
I briQ|^ the garlands she hath brought, I cast (hem on thy 

bier! 
Tboo shouldst be crown'd with victory's crown— but di ! 

more meet they seem, 
The first faint violets of the wood, and lilies of the stream ! 
More meet for one so fondly loved, and laid thus early low-— 
— ^Alas I how sadly sleeps thy face amidst the sunshine's f^Um : 
The golden glow that umKigh thy heart was wont such joy to 

send, 
—Wo, Oiat it sniks, and not for th«B !-*my brother and my 

friend!" 



tot. II. 
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THE PARTING SONG* 

♦ - 

s 

'rh\» plec* t« ligiqndAd on a tale ratated foj Famtel mhit** ^iUtf" 
'«iM PdpufatrAi 4« la Or^e JfodtrtUt** and accompanied by some 
▼erjr intercTBtiag particalara respecdag^ the extempore partinf^soiKS. 
or soogs of expatriation^ at be informs us the^ are called, in whicb- 
the modem Greeks are accustomed to poar fortb their feelings on 
bidding farewell to their conotiy and friends. 

A TouTB went forth to exile, from a home 

Sach as to early thoa|fht s^ves images. 

The longest treasured ana most oft recail'd. 

And brightest kept, of love ;— a mountain home, 

lliat, with the murmur of its rocking pines 

And souadmg waters, first in childhood^s heart 

Wakes the dMp sense of nature unto joy. 

And half ancooscioQS prayer : — a Grecian home, 

With the transparence of blue skies o^erhong. 

And, through the dimness of its olive dndes. 

Catching the flash of fountains, and the gleam 

Of shining pillars from the fitnes of old. 

And this was what be left !--Tet many leave 

Far more :-4he glistening eye, that first from (heirs 

Caird out the soul's bright smite ; the gentle band. 

Which through the sunshine led forth infant steps 

To whei« the violets lay ; the tender voice 

That earliest taiught them what deep melody 

Lives in affecUon's tones. — He left not these. 

r— Hapmr the weeper, that but weeps to part 

Wf% ail a mothers love ! — A bitterer grief 

W«$^|^To part unltweid /»— of her unloved, 

Thiit'wlafd have breathed upon his heart, like Spring, 

Fositti^g its young faint flowers ! 

Tet had be friends, 
And they went forth to ^lieer him on his way 
Unto the parting spot — aqd she too went. 
That mother, tearless for her youngest-bom. 

The parting spot was reinh'd :--a lone deep glen, 
Holy, perchance, of yoite, for cave and fount 
Were there, and sweet-voiced echoes ; and a^ve, 
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The silence of the blue, still, upper Heaven ^ 

Honjg; loood the crags of Pindus, where they wore 

Their crovrning snows. — Upon a rock he sprung, 

The unbebved 0BiS'.;for his home to gaze 

Through, the irj^d Hnirels back ; but then a light 

Broke on the stern proud sadness of his eye, 

A sudden quivering light, and from bifl lips 

A bunt of passionate song. 

(• Farewell, fioewell! 
^ I hear thee, O thou mshing stream !— thou 'rt from my.* A- 

native dell, '**^W 

Thou 'rt bearing thence a mournful sound — a munmir of &re- 

weU! 
And fore lft«ewel^flow on, mj stream !— flow on, thoa 

bi%fat and free ! " 
I do but £eaffi that in thy voioe one tone lanentsibr me ; 
Bat I have been a thing unloved, from childhood's loving 

^ years. 
And therefore turns my soul to thee, for thou hast known my 

tears; 
The mountainst and the caves, and thou, my aeOlet tears have 

known : 
The woods can tell where he hatb wept, that ever wept alooe ! 

" I see thee once again, my home ! thou 'rt there amidst thy 

vines. 
And clear upou thy gleaming roof the li^ht of summer shines. 
It is a joyous hour when eve comes wmsperiog through thy 

groves, 
The hour that brings the son from toil, the hour the mother 

loves ! 
— ^The hour the mother loves !>-for me beloved it hath not 

been; 
Tet ever in its purple smile, thou smil'st, a blessed scene ! 
Whose quiet beauty o'er my soul through distant years will 

come— 
—Tet what but as the dead, to thee, shall I be then, my home ? 

** Not as the dead !— no» not the dead !— We speak of them — 

we keep 
Their names, like light that must not fade, within our bosoms 

deep! 
We hallow ev*n the lyre they touOh'd, we love the lay they 

sung. 
We pass with soAer step the place Uiey fiU'd our band among f 



# 
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Bat I depart like wMwd» Uhe drar, like aught ttiat leftToe on 

earth 
No trace of aoiNW or delisfat, no memoiy eC its birth ! 
Ijro !— the echo of the rodk a thoniiid aoog» may aiwU 
When mine if ^ f oi g atto a foice.— Woodsy mwmtainii, ' 

feiewell I 

*^ And £uewell, mother f— f have borne m ionelj lilenoe ton;. 

Bat now the current of my soiU giotwpasBioimte and stnoog ! 

Apd I will sneak ! UvNigh but the wind that wanders throii^ 
tbesqr 

And bat the dark deep-rustliog^ pines and rolling streams re- 
ply- 

Tes f I wilt speak I—within my breast whatever hath ^eem'd 

to bCf 
There lay a hidden fimnt of lo^e, that wo&ld baviB gnshM fer 

thee! 
Brightiv it would have gush'd, bat tboo, my mother ! (h«a 

hastthrown 
Buck on the forests and the wild& what 9hoal4 |yi?e. been diiiifr 

own? 

** Then &M thee imU! I leave thee not h> hmelhMSS to pine, 
Since thou hast sons of statelier mien and £uMr blow then 

mine! 
Forgive me that thou cooldst not love !•— it may be, that a 

tone 
Tet from my burning heart may pierce, through tluBe, when 

lam gone! 
And thou perchance OMy'tt weep £or him on whom thoiine'er 

hast smiled, 
And the grave give his btrthright tpack fe thjr ne^ected cUM ! 
Might but my spirit then return, and 'midst its kindred dweU, 
And quench its thirst with love's free tears I-^tia all a dream 

— &rewell ."• 

•» Farewell !"-~the echo died with that deep word. 
Tet died not so the late repentant pang 
By the strain quicken'd in the motoer's breast ! 
Tiiere had pass'd many changes o'er her brow, 
And cheek, and eye ; but into one bright flood 
Of tears at last all melted ; and she fell 
;^, On the glad bosom of her child, and cried 
- '* Return, retuni, my son !"— the echo caught 
A lovelier sound than song, and woke again, 
Mamniring^**Relam» my son !" 
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THJB SVUOTB MOTHER. 

It is related in a French Life of AU P«cha« that sereral of the 
Suliote -womeo, on the advance of the Turkish troops into their 
niouotain fastnesses, assembled on a lofty summit, and, after chant- 
lag a wild song^, precipitated themselves, with their children, into 
the chasm below, to avoid becoming the slaves of the enemy. 

Sbx stood upon the loftiest peak. 

Amidst the clear blae sky, 
A bitter smile was on her cneek. 

And a dark flash in her eye. 

** Dost thoa see them, boy .'— throagh the dusky pines 
JDost thon see where toe foeman^s armonr shines f 
Hast thou caught the gleam of the conqneror*s cnst ? 
My babe, that I cradlecl on my breast ! ^ 
Wottldst thou spring from thy mother's arms with joy ? 

—That sight hath cost Aiee a father, boy !'* 

For in the rocky strait beneath, 

Lay Suliote, sire and son ; 
They had heap*d hig^ the piles of death 

Before tlie pass was won. 

'* They have cross'd the torrent, and on they come t 
"Who for the mountain hearth and home ! 
Ti^ere, where the hunter laid by his spear, 
Tliere, where the lyre hath been eweet to hear, 
There, wheite I sang thee, fair babe ! to sleep, 
Naoght but the bloc^-stain our trace shall keep !'* 

And now the horn's load blast was heard, 

And now the cymbars clang. 
Till ev'n the upper air was stirr'd 
' As cliif and hollow rang. 



«i 



Hark ! they bring music, my joyous child ! 

What saith the trumpet to Sufi*s wild .!" 

Both it light thine eye with so quick a fire. 

As if at a glance of thine armed sire ? 

—Still ! — be thou still ! — there are brave men low— 

Thou wouldst not smile conldst thon ftee him now !*' 

But nearer came the clash of steel. 

And louder swelPd the horn. 
And &rther yet the tambour's peal 

Thxoogb uw dark pass was borne. 

6* 
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Hear*8t thoa the sound of tbeir savage nurth ? 
—Boy ! thou wert free when I gave thee birth» 
Free, and hoiv cberish'd, my warrioi^s soa I 
He too hath blessM thee, as I have done ! 



Ay, and unofaaia'd iiMist his loved ones 
Freedom, young Snliote ! for thee and me T' 

And from the arrowy peak she sprang. 
And fast the iair child bore, 

A veil upoa the wind was flung, 
A cry— and all was e*er ! 



THE FAREWEIiti TO TUB IIBAD. 

I 
I 

The following piece i« fouiuled on a beautifal part ^ the Greek 
fan era! service m which relatives and friends are invited to embrace 
the deceased (whose f^e is lUMMMrexed) and U> bid tbeir fioal adieo* { 

See CkrisHcM Hiueareket in the Jlf«4i<erranecn. 



-*Tis hard to laj into the earth 



A coontenance so benign ! a form that waUt*d' 

But yesterday »o stately o*er the earth ! Wihon. 

CoMi near I — ere yet the dust, 
Soil the bright paleness of the settled brow. 
Look on your brother, and embrace him now. 

In still and solemn trust ! 
Come near ! — once more let kindred lips be pressed 
On his cold cheek ; then bear htm to bis rest ! 

Look yet on this young fttce ! 
What shall the beauty, from among us gone. 
Leave of its image, e'en where most it sh one. 

Gladdening its hearth and race ? 

Dhn grows the semblance on maii^s heart impiessM 

C(Hne near, and bear the beautiful to rest ! 

Ye weep, and it is well ! 
For tears bent earth's partings !**Testerday, 
Song was upon the lips of this pale clay. 

And sunshine seemM to dwell 
Where'er he moved — the welcome and the bless'd ! 
— Now gaze! and bear the silent uijto rest ! 
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Look yet on him, whose eye 
Meet! yours no mors, in aadueBS or in mirth ! 
Was M not fair amidst the sons of earth, 

The beings bom to die ? 
— Bat not where death has power may love ba bless'd— 
Come near I and bear y« tiie beloved to nst ! 

How may the mother's heart 
Dwell on her son, and dare to hope again ? 
The spring's rich promise hath been given in vain, 

The lovely must depart ! 
Is he not gone, our brightest and our best ? 
Come near .' and bear the early-calPd to rest ! 

Look on him ! is he laid 
To slumber Crom the harvest or the chase ? 
— ^Too still and sad the smile upon his face, 

Yet that, ey^n that, must ftide .' 
Death holds not long uncbang'd bis fairest guest,— 
Come near ! and bear the mortal to his rest .' 

His voice of mirth bad ceased 
Amidst the vineyards ! there is left no place 
For him whose dust receives your vain embrace. 

At the gav bridal feast ! 
Earth must take earth to moulder on her breast ; 
Come near ! weep o'er him ! bear him to his fest ! 

Tet mourn ye not as they 
Whose spirit's light is queach'd .'^-for him the psBt 
Is seal'd. He may not fall, he may not cast 

His birthright's hope away ! 
All is notAereof our beloved and bless'd — 
— Leave ye the sleeper with bib God to rest! 



FOBBOk 



THJB TRBASVAeB OF THE BEBP* 

What hid^st thou in thy treasDra^caVes and cells f 
Tboa lidloir*aoaadiDg^ and mysterions main ? 
— Pale elistening pearls, and rainbow -colooi'd shells, 
Brkbt £ingii wmcb gleam unreckM*of, and in vain ! 
— ^Keepi keep thy ricbes* melancholy sea ! 
We Mk not snch from taee. 

Vet uiDie, the depths have more I-^what wealth untold^ 
Far down, and sniniog through their stillness lies !j 
Thou hast the starry gems, me burning gold. 
Won from, ten thousand royal Argosies! 
— Sweep o'er thy spoils, thou wild and wrathftil main ! 
Earth claims not these again. 

Yet more, the depths have more ! thy waves have rollM 
Above the cities of a world gone by 1 
Stnd hath filPd up the iialaces of old, 
Sea-weed overgrown the halls of revelnr. 
-— Pasho^er them, ocean ! in thy scomnil play ! 
Man yields them to decay. 

Yet more ! the billows and the depths have more ! 
High hearts and brave are gathered to thy breast ! 
They hear not now the booming waters roar. 
The battfe-thondert will not break their rest. 
•-JKeap thy red toM and gems, thou stormy grave I 
Give Dack the true and brave 1 

Give back tfw lost and lovely f-^thos^ for whom 
The place was kept at board and hearth so lone, 
The prayer went up throogfa midnight*s breathless ghXND^ 
And the vain jtMnuof woke *midst festal song .' 
Hold iasi thy buried isles, thy towers overthrown— 
But all is not thine own. 
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To thee the love of woman hath goDe down, 
Dark flow thy tides o*er maohood'i noble head. 
O'er yoath*B bright locks, and beauty *s flowery crowi^ 
— ^Yet Binst thou hear a voice — restore the dead ! 
Earth shall reclaim her precioos things from thee • 
— Restore the dead, thoa sea ! 



BRING F&eWERS. 



Bbino flowen, young flc^wers, ibr the festal boiird» 

To wreathe the cup ere the wine is poorM; 

Brli^ flowers ! they are springing in wood and vale, 

Their breath floats oiU on the sotkbem sale. 

And the toach of the sunbeam hath waaed the lose. 

To deck the hall where the bright wine flowB. 

Bring flowers to strew in the conqueror*8 path-« 
He mth shs&en thrones with his stormy wrath.! 
He comes with the spoils of nations back, 
The vines lie crushM in his chariot's track. 
The tnrf looks red where he won the day — 
Bring flowers to die in the conqueror's way ! 

Bring flflwers to the cafyli^e's lonely cell, 

Thev have tales of the joyous woods to tell ; 

Of the fiee bine stiteams, and the glowing fky. 

And the bright worid shut from his languid eye ; 

Thej will bear him a thought of the sonny hours, 

Ana a dream of his yooth— bring him flowers, wild flowers 

Bring flowers, fresh flowers, for the bride to wear ! 
Thei" were bom to blush in ber shining hair» 
She 18 leaving the home of ber childhood's mirth, 
She hath bid (arewell to hiar father's hearth, 
Efer place is now by anottier's side- 
Bring flowers foe the locks of the &ir young bride I 

Bring flowers, pale flowers, o'er the bier to shed, 
A crown for the brow of (he early dead ! 
For this through its leaves hath the white-rose burst, 
For this in the woods was the violet nursed. 
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Thoifgli thej amile in vaio for wbat nmct was ours, 
Ihty are lovers last gift ^brtng ye flowers, pale flowers I 

Briof floarers to the sbriue where we kneel in prajer. 

They are nature's offering, their place is there : 

Tber speak of hope to tm fainting heart. 

With a voice of promise they come and part, 

They sleep in dast thhiugh the wintry hours, 

They break forth in gkuy— bring flowen, bi^ht flowers ! 



THE CBrSAD£R^ RBTURK. 



<*A]as! the mother that him bare. 
If ihe had been ia pre«eiice thefa« 
la Iris wan cheeks and saabaroC hair. 

She had not koown her child.** 

fiiASHxmr. 



ftiST, pilgrim, rest ! — ^thou *rt from the Syrian land. 
Thou Tt from tlie wild and wondrous east, I know 
By tlie loog-withered palm-branch in thy hand, ^ 
And by the darkness of thy sunburnt brow. 
Alas ! the bright, the beautifui, who part. 
So full of hope, for that for country's ooorae I 
Alas ! tiie weaiy and the changed in heart. 
And dimmed in aspect, who like thee return I 



Thoo *rt foint— stay, rest thee from thy toils at last, 
Through the high chesnuts lightly plays the breeze, 
Itie stars gleam out, the .^ntbour is pass'd, 
The sailor^ hymn hath died along the seas. 
Thou 'rt foint and worn— hear'st thoo the fountain wdling 
By the gray piUars of yon niin'd shrine ? ' 
Seest thou the 6ewy grapes, before thee swelling f 
—He that bath left me tiam'd thatloaded vine I 



He was a child when thus the bower he wove, 
Mi ! bath a daj fled since his childhood's time !) 
llmt I nu^t sit and hear the sound I love. 
Beneath its shade— the convent's vesperchime. 



A 
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And sit ihou there l^-^ar be was gentle ever ; 
With his glad voice he woald have welcomed tiiee, 
And bitNight fresh fruits to cool thj paivh'd lips* fever— 
—There in hisplace tfaoa.*rt resting--^heTe is he ? 

If I conld hear that laughing voioe again, - 

Bot once aeain !— how oft it wanders bv, 

In the still hours, like srane remember'a strain, 

Troubling the heart with its wild melody ! 

— Thon hast seen much, tired pilgrim - hast thou seen 

In that far land, the choeen land of yore, 

A jonth— mv Guido— with the fieij mien, 

And the dark eye of this Italian shore ? 

The dark, clear, lightning eye ?— on Heaven an^ earth 
It smiled— as if man were not dust — it Smiled ! 
The very air seemM kindling with his mirth. 
And I — my heart grew young before my child I 
Mv blessed child !->-I had but him— yet be 
Flll'd all my home ev*en with overflowing joy, 
Sweet lan^ter, and wild son^, and footstep free — 
— Where IS he now ? — my pride, my flower, my boy * 

His sunny childhood melted from nay sight, 

Like a n>ring dew-drop— then his forehead wore 

A pronaer look — his eyes a keener light— 

— ^I knew these woods might be his vrcn-ld no more ! 

He loved me — ^but he left me ! — thus they go. 

Whom we have rear'd, Watch*d, blessed, too much adored ! 

He heard the trumpet of the red-cross blow. 

And bounded from me, with his fair's sword! - 

Thou weep'st— I tremble— thou hast seen the slain 
Pressing a bloody turf ; the young and fair. 
With their pale beauty strewing aer the plain 
Where hosts have met— 4peak .'answer !— was he there ? 
Oh! hath his smile departed ?— Could the grave 
Shut o*er those bursts of bright and tameless glee ? 
-^Na' I shall yet behold his dark locks wave-*- 
That look gives hope — ^I knew it could not be ! 

Still weep^st thou, wanderer f^some fond mother's glanc# 
0*er thee too brooded m thine early years*** 
Think^st thou of her, whoas gentle eye, perchaoceV 
J^thed all thy faded bau-wi&pwiiqg teats? ' '■■" 
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speak, for Ihy tean disturb me !-»what tr( tboa ? 
Why aoft thon hide thy iace, yet weeping oo? 
Look up !— oh ! IB it— that vraa cheeic and brow !- 
Is it—alsi ! yet joy !— jny eon, my ton 1 



THEICLA'S SOI^G; OR, TH£ YOICB OF A 

smiiT. 

* VROM THB GIBMAN OF 8CH1LI.1B. 

Thif Song is Mid to have been ennpoeed by Sebiller in answer to 
the ioqmriesof his friends req>ecting tne fate of TkMa, whose beau- 
^ttl cnameter is withdrawn fxom tl^e tragedy of ** Walleastein's 
Death," after her resolation to visit the grave of her lover is made 
known. 



.M >Tis not merely 



The faomaB being's pride (hat jpeoples space 
With life and mystical predonunance; 
Sinoe Ittewise for the stricken heart oJP iove 
This visible natore, and this eommon world, 
An all too narrow.** 

OoUridge's TrmukUion <f VFaUauUin, 



Ask'st thon my home ?--my pathway wouldst thou know, 
When firom thine eye mr floating shadow pass'd ?^ 
Was not ng work falfili'd and dosed below ? 
Had I not Ured and loved ?— my lot vras cast. 

Wouldst ^o ask where the mchtittgale is gone. 
That melting mto song her sonfaway, 
CSave the spring^breeie what witch*d thee in its tone ? 
—Bat while she loved, she lived, in that deep lay ! 

Think'st tiioo my heart its lost one hath not foond ? 
--|Ye8 ! we are one, oh ! trust me, we have met. 
Where naoght agam may part what love hadi bound, 
'Winn fi^s no tew, and wnispers no regret 
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There shalt thou find us, there with as be blest, 
If as our love ihy ipve is pure and true ! 
There dwells fether,* sinless and at rest, - 
Where the fiercemurderer may no more parsve. . 

And well he feels, no error of the dust 
Drew to the stars of Heaven his mortal ken, 
There it is with us, ev'n as is oor trust, 
He that believes^ is near the holy then. 

There shall each feeling beautiful and high. 
Keep the sweet promise of its earthly day ; 
— On ! fear thou not to di'eam with waking eye ! 
'There lies deep meaning oft in childish play. 



TH£ REV£]^LERS. 

RiKO, joyotis chords ! — ring out attain ! 
A swifter still, and a wilder strain ! 
They are here— the fair face and careless heart. 
And stars shall wane ere the niirthfol part. 
— But I met a dunly mournful glanc^e. 
In a sudden turn of the flying dance ; 
I heard the tone of heavy sigh. 
In a pause of the thrill if jg mc-tody ! 
And it is not well that wo should breads 
On the bright spring-flowers of the festal wrea(h ! 
— ^Ye that (o thought or to grief belong. 
Leave, leave the hall of song ! 

Ring, joyous chovds I-^but who art tkou 
Wi& the shadowy locks o^e^ thy pale young brow, 
And the world of dreamy gloom that lies ^ 
In the misty deptftM of tvy soft ^i^ eyes f 
— Thou hast loved, fair girl ! thou hast loved too wall ! 
Thou art moummg now o*er a broken spell : 
Thoa hast poar'd thy heart*s rich treasures forth. 
And art unrepaid for their priceless worth ! 
Mourn on ! — ^et come thou not Aere the while. 
It is but apam to see thee smile ! 
There is not a tone in our songs for thee — 
— Home with thy sorrows flee ! 

■ ■•■ ' ■ — — £ — ■ .*<.< ' ' ■'■'■■■ ■ " 

• * Wallensfein. 
VOL. II. 7 
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Ring, joyoQS chords ! — ring out again ! 
— Bat Wbat dost ihau with the Revel's train f* 
A silveiy voice through the soft air floats. 
Bat thoa hast no part in the gladdening notes ; 
Hiere are bright joung faces that bass thee bj, 
Bat they fix no glance of thj wandering eje ! 
Away ! there *8 a void in thy yearning breast, 
Hioq weaiy man ! wilt thou here finarest? 
Away I for thy thoughts from the scene have fled, 
And the love of thy spirit is with the dead ! 
Thoa art bot more loue 'midst the sounds of mirth—* 
—Back to thy silent hearth ! 

Ring, k>yoas chords ! tioe forth again ! 
A swiiter still, and a wilder strain ! 
—But (hou, though a reckless mien be ^ine, 
And thy cop be crown*d with the foaming wine, 
By the fitiiil bursts of thy laughter lood, 
Bv thine eye's quick flash through its troubled cloud, 
I know thee !-^it is but the wakeful fear 
Of a haunted bosom that brings thee here • 
I know thee ! — thou fearest the solemn night, 
With her piercing stars and her deep wind's might ! 
There *s a tone in her voice which thou fain wouldst shun. 
For it asks what the secret soul hath done ! 
And thou — there's a dark weight on thine— away ! 
— Back to thy home and pfay ! 

Ring, joyous chords !— ring out again ! 
A swifter still, and a wilder strain ! 
And b^g[ fresh wreaths ! — we will banish all 
Save ^ tree in heart from our festive ball. 
On through the mace of the fleet dance, on ! 
-*Bttt where are the young and the lovely ! — ^gone ! 
T/Vhere are the brows with the red rose crown'd. 
And the floating forms with the bright zone bound? 
And the waving locks and the flying feet. 
That still should be where the mirthful meet ! 
'— Tlley Ikre gone — they are fled— they are parted all— 
--Alas ! the forsaken hall ! 
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THE CONQUEROR'S SLEEP. 

Slkkp *»niclst thy bannera fur)*d ! 
Yes ! thoQ art there, up3q thy buckler I^ing, 
With th^ soft wind uaielt around thee sighing, 
ThoQ chief of hosts, whose trumpet shakes the world f 
Sleep while the baibe sleeps on its mother's breast-— 
-~0b ! strong is night~-for thoa too art at rest ! 

Stillness bath 8mootb*d thy brow, 
And now might lo?e keep timid vigils by thee. 
Now migbt the foe with stealthr foot draw nigh thee>. 
Alike unoonsckHis and defenceless thou ! 
Tread lightly, watchers ! — now the field is won, 
Break not tfale rest of nature's weary son ! 

Perchance some lovely dream 
Back from the stormy fight thy soul is bearing, 
To tbe g^reen ptacei of my boyish daring. 
And' all the wmdinj^s of thy native stream; 
—Why, this were joy .' — upon the tented plain. 
Dream oDy thoo Conqueror : — be a child again ! 

But thoa wilt wake at morn. 
With tby strong passions to the conflict leaping. 
And thy dark troabled thoughts, all earth o'ersweeping, 
—So wilt thou rise, oh ! th«] of woman bom ! 
And pat thy terrors on, till none mav dare 
Look upon thee— the tired one, slumbering there ! 

Wh;^, so the peasant sleeps 
Beneath his vine !-<-and man must kneel bef<M« thee^ 
And for his birthright vainly still implore thee ! 
Shah thou be stay'd because thy brother weeps ? 
—-Wake ! and forget that *midsta dreaming worlds 
Thou hast lain dtus, with all thy banners furl'd ! 

Foreet that thoa, ev'n thou. 
Hast feebly shivered when the wind pessM o'er thee, 
And sunk to rest upon the earth which bor^ thee. 
And felt the night-dew chill thy fever'd brow ! 
Wake with the trampet, with the spear press on ! 
^-Tet shall the dust take home its niortd sbo-. 
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OUR LADY'S WELL.* 

Fount of the woods ! thou art hid oo more, 
From Heaven's clear eye, as ia time of yore ! 
For the roof hath sunk from tfa^ mossy walla> 
And the sun's free glance on thy slumber (alls i 
And the dim tree-shadows across thee pass. 
As the boughs are sway'd o'er thy silveiy glass; 
And the reddening leaves (o thy breast are blown, 
When .the autumn wind hath a stormy tone ; 
And thy bubbles rise to the flashing raio — < 
Bright Fount ! thou ajst nature's own again ! 

Fount of the vale ! thou art sought no more 
By the pilgrim's foot, as in time of yore. 
When he came from afar, his beads to tell. 
And to chant his hymn at Our X^ady^s Well. 
There it heard no Mve through thy bowers. 
Thou art gleaming lone ^Tlidst thy water-flow^rs! 
But the herd may drink from thy gushing wave, 
And there may the reaper tits forenead lave, 
And the woodman seeks thee not in vam^ — 
— Bright Fount ! thou an natara's own again. 

Fount of the VirgUi's raio'd shribe ! 
A voice that speaks of the past is 4hine ! 
It mingles the tone of a tkoughtAil sigh, 
'^th the odes Ihat ring through the lauding sky ; 
'Midst the mirthful song of the summer-bird, 
And the sound of the breeze, it wilt yet be heard ! 
— Why is k &at thus we may gasse on thee, 
To the brilliant sunshme sparkling free ? 
— »Tis that all on earth is of Timers domain- 
He hath made thee nature's own again ! 

Fount of the chapel widi ages eray ! 
Thou art springing freshly amidst decay ! 

* A beautifal s^riag in the w9o4« oea* St Asapb. fonn«rly co. 
vered in with a chape}, now in rains. It was dedicated to the YU' 
g^in, and, according to Pennant, much the resort of pilgrims. 
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Thy rites are closed, and thj craes lies low, 
Aod the chaogefal boors breathe o*er theo now ? 
Yet if at thine altar one holy thought 
la man's deep spirit of old hath wrought ; 
If peace to the mourner hath here been giren. 
Or prayer, from a chastenM heart, to Heaven, 
Be the spot still hallow'd while Time shall leign^ 
Who hath made thee nature's own again I 



BLYSltTM. 

" In the Elyiiom of the ncieats. we find aone bat heows and 
persons who bad either -been fortunate or distiog^ished oa earth; 
Ibe children, and apparently the slaves and loirer clatset, that is to 
saj. Poverty, Misfortane, and Innocence, were banisbed to the infer- 
nal regions.'^ CAa^rauirtarut, Qirdt du Chrialianitmt. 

t 

Fair wert thou, in the dreams 
Of elder time, thou land of glprioas flowers, 
And summer-winds, and low*ton*d silvery stream?-, 
Dim with the shadows of thy laurel-bowers .' 

Where, as they pass'd, bright hours 
Left no faiht sense of parting, such, as clings 
To earthly love,- and joy in loveliest things ! 

Fair wert thou, with the light 
On thy .blue hills and sleepy waters cast. 
From purple skies ne'er deepening into night, 
Yet soft, as if each moment were their last 

Of glOry, fading fast 
Along the mountains !— '-but thy golden day 
Was not as those (hat warn us of decay. 

And ever, through thy shades, 
A swell of deep Eojlian sound went bv, 
From fountain-voices in their secret glades. 
And low reed -whispers, making sweet reply 

To summer's brejezy sigh •' 
And young leaves trembling to the wind's light breathy 
Which ne'er had touch'd t&ro with a hue m death ! 

Aod the transparent -sky 
Rang as a dome, all thrilling to the strain 
Of harps that, 'midst the woods, made harmony 
Sbltmn and sweet ; yet troubling not the brain 

With dreams and yearnings vaiiH 

7* 
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And dim remembranoes, that still draw birlb 
From the bewilderiog music of the earth. 

And who, with sHeat tread, 
Moved o*er the plaiiiB of waving Asphodel? 
Who, caird andsefei^d from ^ countless dead. 
Amidst the shadowy Amorauth.-bowers might dwell. 

And listen to the swell 
Of those majestic hymn-notes, and InBale 
The spirit wandering in th* immortal gale? 

They of the sword, whose praise, . 
"With the bright wine at nation's feasts, went round ! 
They of the Tyre, whose unforgotten lays 
Ob the mom's wing had sent their mighty sound. 

And in all regions found 
Their echoes *midst the mountains !— and become 
Ib nsaa'sdeep heart, as voices of his home ! 

Thev of the daring thought ! 
Daring ana powerful, yet to dust allied ; 
lYhose flight through stars, and seas, and depths had sought 
The soul's far birth-place — ^bnt without a guide ! 

Sages and seers, who died, 
And left me world their high m3rsterions dreams, 
Bom 'midst the olive-woods, by Grecian streajns. 

But they, of whose abode 
'Midst her green valleys earth retaln'd no trace. 
Save a flower springing from their burial-sod, 
A shade of sadness on some kindred face, 

A void and silent place 
In some sweet home ; — tbon hadst no wreaths for these. 
Thou sunny land ! with all thy deathless trefes *• 

The peasant, at his door 
M^ht sink to die, when vintage- feasts were spread, 
And son^ on every wind ! — ^From thy bright shore 
No lovelier vision floated round his head, 

Thou wert for nobler dead ! 
He heard the bounding steps which round him fell, 
And Mgh'd to bid the festal sun fiirewell f 

The slave, whose veiy tears 
Were a Ibrbiddea luxuiy, and whose breast 
Shut up the woes and burning thoughts of years. 
As in the ashes of an urn cpmpi«ss'd ; 

r-ffs might not be (hy guest ! 
No gentle breaffndgs Ifromlhy Sfstont sky 
Came o'er Act |ifttb, Hfld ^vUipcr'd " Liberty !** 
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Calm, OQ its leaf-strewn bier. 
Unlike a e\(t of nature to decay. 
Too roee*like still, too beautiful, too dear, 
The child at rest before its mother lay ; 

E*en so tg pass away. 
With its bright smile !— Elysium ! what wert ihou. 
To her, who wept o*er that young slumberer's brow ? 

Thou hadst no home, green land ! 
For the fair creature from her bosom gone. 
With life's first Bowers just opening in her hand. 
And all the lovely thoughts andxlreams unknown, 

Which m its clear eye shone 
Like the spring's wakening !---but that light was past — 
—Where went the dew-drop, swept before the blast ? - 

Not where thy soft winds play'd. 
Not where thy waters lay in glassy sleep !^- 
Fade, with thy bowers, mou land of visions, iade • 
From thee no voice came o'er the gloomy deep, 

And bade man cease to weep ! 
Fade, with the amamntb-plain, the myrtle-grove, 
Which could not yield one hops to sorrowing love ! 

, For the most lov«d are they. 
Of whom Fame speaks not with her clarion-Voice 
In regal balls ! — the shades o*eriiang their way. 
The vale, with its deep fountains, is their choice. 

And gentle hearts rejoice 
Aroood their steps I — till silently they die. 
As a stream shrinks from sommer^s burning eye. 

Afld the world knows not then. 
Not then, nor ever, what pore thoughts ere fted ! 
Tet these are they, that on the souls of men 
Come back, v^hen night her folding veil bath spread, 

The long-renierabex'4 d^ad ! • 
Bat not with thee mf^i aaght save glory dwell— 
—Fade, ftide away, thou shore of Asfmodel ! 
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TH£ FUN£RAIi GteNflJSU 



AN ANCISNT STATUE. 

•• Debout, courooB^ de fleurs, les bras i\ev^$ et pos^s sur la t^te, et 
ie dos appuy^ contre un pin, ce g^nie semble exprimer par son atti- 
tude le repos des morts. Les bas-teliefs des tombeaux;ofireiit soti<^ 
ventdes fi|^ures semblables.** 

Fiteontit Dt$6ripHon de$ JSntiq*M$ du Mv»it RayaL 



^ 

Thou sboald^st be Iook*d oa when tbe starlight falls ' 
Through the blue stillness of the summer-a^, 
]Not by the torch-fii*(3 wavering on the walls ; > 
It has too fitful and too wild a glare ! 
And thou I — thjr rest, the soft, &e lovely^ seems 
To ask light steps, that will not break its dreams. 

Flowers are uDon thy brow; for so the dead 

Were crown*a of old, with pale sprino^.flowers like these 

Sleep on thine eye hath sunk ; yet softTj shed, 

As from the wing of some faint southern breeze : 

And the pme*boughs overshadow thee with gloom 

Which of the grove seems breathing — ^notthe tomb. 

The? fear*d not death, whose calm and gracious thought 

Of the last hour, hath settled thus in thee! 

They who thy wreath of pallid roses wrought. 

And laid thy head against the forest-tree, 

As that of one, bv music's dreamy dose. 

On the wood •violets luird to deep repose. 

They fearM not death !->yet who shall say his touch 

Thus lightly falls on gentle things and fair f 

Doth he bestow, or will he leave so much 

Of tender beauQr as thy features wear • 

Thou sleeperot the bower! on whose young ey^s 

So still a night, a night Of summer, lies ! 

Had they seen aught like thee f — ^Did some fair boy 
Thus, with his mcefnl hair, before them rest? 
— ^His graceful nair, no more to wave in joy, 
But drooping as with heavy dews oppressed ■ 
And his eye veil*d so softly by its fringe, 
Andhis lip &ded to the white-rose tmge ? 
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Oh ! happj, if to tbem.die one dnad lioRr 
Made known its lenons fron a brow like thine .' 
If all their knowledge of the fpeiler*8 pow«r 
Came by a look, ao tranquilly diriae ! 
*— Let him, who tkt/^a hath seea the kyreif part. 
Hold well that image to his thoqght(ui heart ! 

But thoa, &ir diimbefer ! was there less a( wo, 

Or love, or terror, in the days of old, 

That men poar'd oit Uieir gladdening spirit's flow. 

Like sunshine, on the desolate and cold. 

And gave thy semblaoee to the shadowy kiae 

Who for deep soals had then a deeper slii^ f 

In the dark bosom of the earth diey laid 
Far mQre than we -fer loftiei^ faith i« oon ! 
Their gems were lost in aflh(te-*yet Ifaey made 
The grave a place of beauty and of iowers. 
With fragrant frreaths, and sanmier boughs arrsy^d, 
And lovely sculpture gleaming ^trough &e AivAt, 

Is it for U5 a darker gloom (o shed 

O'er its dim precincts ?— do we not intrust 

But for a time its chambers with our dead. 

And strew immortal seed upon tiie dust ? 

^Wby sliould we dwell on that which lies beneath, 

When living light hath touch'd the brow of death f 
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No bitter tears for thee be shed. 
Blossom of being .' seen and gone ! 
With flowers alone we strew thy bed, 

O blest departed one ! 
Whose all of life, a nosy ray, 
Blush*d into dawn, and passed away. 

Yes ! thou art fled, ere guilt had power 
To stain thy cherub soul and form, 
Closed is the soft ephemeral flower, 

lliat never Mi a storm * 
The sunbeam's smile, the iephyr's breath, 
All that it knew from birth to death. 



82 England's dead* 

Thou wert so like a form of lieht. 
That Haaven benignlj called thee hence. 
Ere yet the world coald breathe one blight 

0*er tbjr sweet innocence : 
And thon, that brhditer home to bless. 
Art passM, with all thy loveliness ! 

Oh ! hadst thoa stUl on earth remain^, 

Vision of beauty ! (air, as brief! 

How soon th^ brightness had been stained 

. With passion or with erief ! 

Now not a' sullying breatn can ri^e. 

To dim thy glory lo the skies. 

We rear no marble o*er thy tomb, 

No sculptur'd image there shall mourn ; 

Ah ! fitter far the Teroal bloom 

Such dwelUne to adorn. 
FragEsnoe, ancTdowerSf.and dews must be 
The only emblems meet for Utee. 

Thy grave shall be a blessed sbiine, 
AdomM with Nature*s brightest wreath, 
Each glowing season shall combine 

Its incense there to breathe ; 
And oft, upon the midnight air, 
Shall riewtess harps be murmuring tberei 

Ajad oh ! sometimes in visions blest, 

Sweet qpirft! visit our repose. 

And bear from thine own world of rest. 

Some balm for human woes I 
What form more lovely could be given 
Than thine, to messenger of Heaven ? 



ENGLAND'S BEAD. 

Son of the ocean isle I 
Where sleej) your mighty dead ? 
Show me what high and stately pile 
Is rear'd o*er Gloiy*s bed. 

Go, stranger ! track the deep. 
Free, free, the white sail spread ! 
Wave may not foam, nor wild wind sweeps 
Where rest not England's dead 



ENGLAND'S PEAD; 83 

Od Egypt's buraiog plaios, 
Br the pyramid o'enway'd, 
With fearful power the noon-day leigosi 
And the palm* trees yield no sbMe. 

But let the angry san 
From h^ven Took fiercely red, 
Uofelt by those whose task is done ! 
Tficre slumber England's dead. 

The hurricane hath might 
Along the Indian shore, 
And/ar, by Ganges' baoksAt night, 
Is heaird the tiger's roar. 

But let the sound roll on ! 
Ijt hath DO tone of dread' 
For those that from their toils are gone ', 
•^There slumber EnglandPs dead. 

Loud rush the torrent-floods 
The western wilds among, 
And free, in green Columbia's woods. 
The hunter's bow is strung. 

But let the floods rush on ! 
Let the arrow's flight be sped ! 
Why should they reck whose task is done ? 
There slumber England's dead I 

The moontain-storau rise high 
In the snowy Pyrenees, 
And toss the pine-boughs through the sky, 
Like rose-leaves on the breeze. 

But let the storm rage on f 
^ Let the forest-wreaths be shed ! 
For 'the Roncesvalles' field is woo, 
. 2%er« slumber England's dead. 

On the frosEen deep's repose 
'Tis a dark and dreadful hour. 
When round the ship the ice-fields close;. 
To chain her with their power. 

But let the ice drift on ! 
Let the cold-blue desert spread ! 
Their course with mast and flag is done, 
There slumber England's dead. 



r 



84 TO THE HEKOar OF BISHOP HEBER. 

The warlike of the Mes, 
The HMO of field and wave t 
Are not (he rockd thehr fimeral piles, 
The ieae arid thoree their grave ? 

Go, stranger ! track the deep, 
Ffse, fiee the white sail spread ! 
Wave may not foam, nor wild wind sweep, 
Where rest not England's dead. 



TO THE MEMORY OF BISHOP HEBER. 



If it be sad to speak of treasures gone, 
Of sainted genius calPd too soon awaf , 

Of light, from this world taken, winte it shone 
Yet kindling onward to the perfect day ; — 

How shall our griefs, if these things mounifiH be. 

Flow forth, oh T thou of many gifite, for th^>? 

Hath not thy voiee been here among ns heard f 
And that deep soul of gentleness and power, 

Have we not felt its breath in every word, 
Wont from thy lip, as Hermon^s dew, to shower I 

—Yes ! in our faiearts thy fervent thoughts have bomM- 

Of Heaven they were, and thither have retornM. 

How shall we mourn thee ? — With a lofty trust. 
Our lifers immortal birthright from atiove ! 

With a glad futh, whose eye, to track the just. 
Through shades and mysteries lifts a glance of love. 

And yet can weep I — for nature thus depk>res 

The friend that leaves us, though for happier shores. 

And one high tone of triumph o^er thy bier. 
One strain of solemn rapture be allowed — 

Thou, that rejoicmg on thy mid career. 
Not to decay, but unto death, hast bow^d : 

In those bright regions of the risui^ sun. 

Where victory ne'er a crown like tbwe had won. 



THS HOUR or PRATJ^R. 85 

Praise ! for yet one more name with power endow'd. 
To cheer and goide os, onward as we press \ 

Yet one more image, on the heart bestow'd, 
To dwell there, beautifal.in holiness! 

7%uM, Heber, tfame ! whose memory from the dead, 

Shines as the star which to the Sarioar led. 



THE HOVB OF PRATER. 

Child, amidst the flowers at play, 
While the red light fades away ; 
Moliier, with Ihioe earnest eye 
Ever fdlowing silently; 
Father, hj the^brecse of eve 
CalPd thy harvest^woifc to leave ; 
Pray ! l ere yet the dark hones be, 
Lift the heart and bend 4ihe knee ! 

TraveUeTy in the stranger's land 
Far from thine own household band ; 
Mourner, haunted by the tone 
Of a voice (vom this world gone I 
Captivei in whose narrow cell 
Sunshine hath not leave to dwell ; 
SaUor, ,on the darkeoiae sea — 
Lift the heaft and bend the knee ! 

Warrior, that from battle won 
Breathest now at set of sun ! 
Woown, o^ the lowly ^ain 
Weeping on his fourisJ plain ; 
Ye that triumph, ye that sigh. 
Kindred by one holy tie, 
Heaven's first star alike ye see-f^ 
Lift the heart and bend the knee ! 
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86 TBE VOICE OF SPRING. 



THE VOICE OF SPRING. 



i cOMBt I came ! ye have calPd roe long, 
I come o*er the mountains with light and soog I 
Ye maj trace my step o*er the wakening earu, 
By the winds which tell of the violet's birth. 
By the primrose-stars in the shadowy grass, 
By the green leaves, opening as I pass. 

J have breathed on the south, and the cbesnut flowers 

By thonsands have burst from the forest-bowers, . 

And the ancient graves, and the falleit^ fanes, , 

Are veiPd with wreaths on Italian plains; 

— But it is not for me, in my boar of bloom. 

To speak of the ruin or the tomb - 

I have looked o*er the hills of the stormy north. 

And the larch has hong all his tasseb forth. 

The fisher is out on the sunny sea. 

And the reindeer bounds o'er the pastures free. 

And the pine has a fringe of softer green, 

And the moss looks bright,, where my foot hath been. 

I have sent through the wood-paths a glowine sigh, 
And caird out each voice of the deep blue sky ; 
From the night-bird's lay through the starry bme, 
In the groves of the soft Hesperian clime. 
To the swan's wild note, by the Iceland lakes, 
When the daric^ fir- branch mto verdure breaks. 

From the streams and founts I have loosed the chaio, 
They are sweeping on to the silvery main. 
They are flashing down from the mountain brows. 
They are flinging sprav o'er the forest-boughs. 
They are bursting fresh from their sparry caves. 
And the earth resounds with the joy of waves ! 

Come forth, O ye children of gladness, come ' 
IVhere the violets lie may be now your home. 
Ye of the rose lip and the dew-bright eye, 
And the bounding foot^epe, to meet me fly ! 
With the lyre, and Uie wreatht and the joyous lay. 
Come forth to the tuoshioe, I may not stay. 
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Away from the dvrellings of care* worn men, 
The waters are sparkling in gro?e and glen .! 
Away from the chamber and sullen hearth. 
The young leaves are dancing in breezy mirth ! 
Their light stems thrill to the wild-wood strains, 
And youth is abroad in my green domains. 

But ye !— ye are changed since ye met me last ! 
There is something bright from your features passM ! 
There is that come over your brow and eye, 
Which speaks of a world where theilowers most die ! 
— Te smile ! bat your smile hath a dimness yet— 
Oh! what have ye lookM on since last we met ? 

Te are chaiqped, ye are changed f— ^end I see not here 
All wliom I saw in tlie Tanish'd year ; 
There were graceful heads, with their ringlets bright, 
Wliich toss'ain the breeze with a play of light. 
There were eyes, in whose glisteninr laughter lay 
No &int remembrance of duU decay f 

There were steps that flew o*er the cowslip's head. 

As if for a banquet all earth were spread ; 

There were voices that rung through the sapphire sky, 

And had not a sound of mortality 1 

Are they gone? is their mirth from the mountains passed ? 

— Ye have look*d on death since ye met me last ! 

I know whence the shadow comes o'er you now, 
Te have strewn the dust on the sunny brow ! 
Ye have given the lovely to earth's embrace. 
She hatii taken the fitiresl of beauty's race. 
With their laughing eyes and their festal crown. 
They are gone from among yon in silence down ! 

Iliey are gone from among you, the younjg and &ir, 
Ye have k»t the gleam of their shining hair ! 
•—But I know of a laud where there falls no blieht, 
I shall find them there, with their eyes of li^t ! 
Where Death 'midst the blooms of the mom may dwell, 
I tany no k)nger-^farewell, farewell! 

The summer Is coming, on soft winds borne. 

Ye may press the grape, ye may bind the com \ 

For me, I depart to a brighter shore. 

Ye are mArk'd by care, ye are mine no more. 

I go where the loved who have left you dwell, 

And the flowers are not Death's— fare ye well, farewell ! 



88 LANDING or THE FI6RIM FATHERS. 
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THE LAJmtNG OF THfi PII«Omill 
IFATHERS. 



Thb breaking waves dash*d high 
Oq a stem and rock-boond coast. 

And the woods, against ii stormjr Ay, 
Their giant branches tost ; 

And tike heavy n^t hang dark 

The htlls and waters o*er. 
When a band of exiles moorM their baifk 

On the wild New England dunre. 

Not aft the conqaeror com^fi, 

Thejr, the trae-hearted came, 
Nt»t with the roll of the stirring dftrtts. 

And the trumpet th&t sings ^ feme ; 

Not as the flying com*. 

In silence and in fiaar, — 
Ther shook die depths of the desert^ gloom 

With their hymns of lofty cheer. 

Amidst the stoim they sang, 
And the stars heard and the sea I 

And the sounding aisles of the dun woods rang 
To the anthem of the free ! 

The ocean-eagle soared 

From his nest by Uie white wave's foam, 
And the rocking pines jof the forest voarM— 

This was their welcome heme I 

There were men with hoary hair, 

Amidst that pilgrinhband*— 
Why had they come to wither there 

Away from their childhood's land f 

There was woman's fearless eye. 

Lit by her deep love's truth ; 
There was manhood's brow serenely high, 

And the fiery heart of youth. 



TH£ HEBREW MOTHER. 89 

What sought they thas afar ? 

Bright jewels of (he mine ? 
The wealth of seas, the spoils of war ? 

— They sought a faith's pare shrioe ! 

Ayt call it holy ground, 

The soil where first they trod ! 
They hate left anstain'd what there they foond— 

Freedom to worship God ! 



[These glorious verses will find no echo in the breast of erery true 
descendant of the Pilgrims ; and give the name of their authoress a 
place in many hearts. She has laid our community under a common 
obligation of jjfratitude. Everv one must feel the sublimity and poe- 
ticsl truth with which she has conceived the scene presented, and 
the inspiration of that deep and holy strain of sentiment) which 
sounds forth like the pealing of an organ. £d.] 



THE HEB£RW MOTHER. 

Tbb rose was in rich bloom on Sharon's plain, 
IVheu a yoang mother with her first-born thence 
Went up to Zion, for the boy was vow'd 
Unto the Temple-service ; — by the hand 
She led him, and her silent soul, the while, 
Oft as the dewy laughter of his eye 
Met her sweet serious glance, rejoiced to think 
That aog^t so pure, to beautiful!, was hers. 
To brin^ before her God. So passM they on, 
(yer Jndah's hills ; and wheresoever the leaves 
Of the broad sycamore made sounds at noon. 
Like lolling raiordrops, or the olive-bougfas, 
With their cool dimness, crossed the sultry blue 
Of Syria's heaven, she paused, that he might rest ; 
Tet from her own meek eyelids chased the sleep 
That weigh'd their dark frinee down, to sit and watch 
The crimson deepening o*er nis cbeek*s repoee. 
As at a red flower's heart — And were a fount 
Lay like a twilight-star 'midst palmy shades, 
Making its banks green eeras alonp^ the wild. 
There too she linger'd, mm the diamond wave 
DmwiMf bright water for bis rosy lips, 

8* 



90 THE IIKBRfiW MOTHER. 

And softljr parting dusters of jet curls 

To bathe bis brove. At last tne Fane was raachM, 

The Earth's One Saoctaar)' —and rapture hu8h*d 

Her bosom, as before her, (brough the day. 

It rose, a mountain of white inarbie, steepM 

In light, like floating gold. But when that boor 

Waned to the farewell moment, when the boy 

Lifted, throogfa rainbow^eleaming^ tears, his eye 

Beseechingly to tiers, and half in /ear 

Tum*d from tiie white-robed priest, and round her arm. 

Clung as the ivy clings — the deep spring-tide 

Of nature then swell'd high, and o'er her child 

Bendmg, her soul broke forth, in mingled sounds 

Of weeping and sad song.*— ^* Alas,** she cried, 

** Alas I my boy, thr gentte grasp is on me, 
The bright tears quiver in iby pleading eyes, 

And now fond thoughts arise, 
And silver cords again, to eami have won mc ; 
And like a vine thou claspest my full heart — 

How shall I hence depart f 

** How the lone paths retrace where thou wert playing 
So late, along the inountains, at my side ? / 

And I, in joyous pride. 
By every place of flowers m^ course delaying 
Wove, e'en as pearls, the lilies round thy hair, 

Beholding ^e so ftir ? 

'* And oh ! the home whence thy bright smile hath parted, 
Will it not seem as if the sunny day 

Tuni'd from its door away f 
While through its chambers wandering, weary-heaited, 
I languish for thy voice, which past me still 

Went like a Singing rill ? 

** Under the palm-trees thou no more shall meet me, 
When from the fount at evening I return. 

With (he full* water -utti ; 
Nor will diy sleep's low dove-like breathings giedt me. 
As 'midst the silence of tbe stars I wake, 

And watch for thy dear Sake. 

** And thon, will slumber's dewy cloud fall round thee, 
Without thy mother's band to smooth thy bed ? 

Wilt thoa not vain^spread 
Thine arms, when darkness as a veil faaih wowd tiMe. 
To fold my Deck, and lift up, in thy ifear, 

A cry wlucl»«oiie sfattU heu i 



1 



THE CHILD AND DOVE. 91 

^' What have I said, my cbik) ?— Will He not hear thee, 
"Who the joang rarens beareth from their nest ? 

Shall He Dot g oatd thj nest. 
And, in the bush of hmy midnight near tfiee, 
Breathe o'er thj soul, and (III its dreams with joy? 

Thou shalt sleep soft, my boy I 

** I giro thee to thy God— the God that gave thee, 
A wellspring of deep gladness to my heart ! 

And precious as tbou art, 
And pare as dew of Hermon, He shall have thee, 
My own, my beautiful, my undefii'd ! 

And thou sbalt be His child. 

*^ ThereloTe, farewell !— I go, my soul may fail me, 
As the hart panteth for the water-brooks. 

Yearning for (by sweet looks — 
But thou, my first- bom, aroop not, nor bewail me ; 
Tbon in the Shadow of the Rock sbalt dwell. 

The Rock of Strength.— Farewell !" 



THE CHILD AND BOTfi. 

SUOOBSTCD BT CHANTKBy's STATUE OF LADT LOUISA 

BUSSBLL. 

Thou art a thing on our dreams to rise, 
''Midst the echoes of long-lost melodies. 
And to fling bright dew from the morning baclr, 
Fair form ! on each image of childhood's track. 

Thou art a thing to recall the hours, 
WlieU Ihe tove of out bouU was on leaves and flowers, 
When a world was our own in some dim sweet grove, 
And treaittTH untold it vtue capttve dovt. 

Are they gone ? can we think it, while Hum art there, 

ThcA joyoui tfalld wMi ttm clurteriugindr ? 

bit wf Spring that indeed biMtbes MO 

And firesh o*er atch thought, while we gise oil thee? 



92 THE child's last SL££P. 

No ! never more may we vnUe as ihou 
Sheddest round smiles from thy sanny brow ; 
Yet something it is, in oor hearts to shrine 
A memory of beauty undimm'd as thine. 

To have met the joy of thy speaking face, 

To have felt the spelt of thy breezy grace, 

To have Unger*d before thee, and tora'd, and borne- 

One vision away of the cloudless mom. 




THE CHILD'S LAST SliJSJSP. 

OK A MONUMENT BT CHAKTRIY FOR AN INrAKT 
DAU6HTBS Of SIR THOMAS ACKLANO. 

Thod sleepest— but when wilt diou wake, (air child? 
— ^When the fawn awakes 'midst the forest wild ? 
When the lark's wing mounts with the breeze of mom, 
When the first rich breath of the rose is bom? 
— Lovely thou sleepest, yet something lies 
Too deep and still on thy soft-seal'd eyes ; 
Mournful, thoueh sweet, is thjr rest to sea—- 
When will the Lour of thy rising be f 

Not when the &wn wakes, not when the lark 
On the crimson cloud of the mora floats dark — 
Grief with vain passionate tears hath wet 
The hair, sheddmg gleams from thy pale brow yet ; 
Love with sad kisses unfelt hath prest 
Thy meek dropte|felid8 and quiet breast; 
And the glad spnog, caHin|f out bird and bee, 
Shall colour all blossoms, fair child, but thee. 

Thott'rt gone from us, bright one — that thou shouldst die. 
And life be left to the butterfljr ! * 
Thou 'rt gone, as a dew4hrop is swept from the boogh, 
— Oh ! for the world where thy home is now ! 

* A butterfly, m if flatteriof on a flower, is fculptttred en the 
monument. 



TBE LADY OF THE CASTIiB. 93 

How may ive \w bstin dosbt umI fiMr, 
How mkf we anchor our food h«Hit hen, 
How shoold e*en Joy but a tremblor be. 
Beautiful dust ! when we look on thee P 



THE I.ABY OF THlB €AST!L£. 



FROM " mi Plnif*AIt •ALI^t,^ AW imfiMiMttD 
b POlM. 

• 

Tbou seest her pictured with her shining^ hair, 
(Famed were its treteef in pRwenfal song,) 
Half braided, half o'er cheek and botom fiur 
Let looea, and pouring sunny waves along 
Her gorgeous yest — A child's light hand is rovii^ 
Itfidst the rich curls^ and oh ! how meek](7 losing 
Its earnest looks are lifted to the face. 
Which bends to meet its lip in laughing erace.-^ 
Tet that bright lady'^ejre methinks ham less 
Of deep, and etill, and pensive tenderness, 
Than' might beseem a mother's— on her brow 
Something too nmch there sits of native scorn. 
And her smite kindles widi a cottcipos glow. 
As from die thought of sovereien beauty bom. 
—These mqr bedream*— but how shall woman tell 
Of woman *s shame, and not with tears ?-^-she fell ! 
That mother left that child— went hurrying by 
Its cradle— haply, not without a sigh — 
Haply one momenl o*er its rest seTOM 
She hung—but no 1 it ceold not thus have been, 
Fbr she toeni on /— forsook her home, her hearth. 
All pure affection, all sweet hoosedold mirth, 
To five a gaudy and dishonour'd thing, 
Sharing in guilt the splendon of a king. 

Her lord, in very weariness of life, 
Girt on his swora for scenes of distant strife ; 
He reck*d no more of gloiy — grief and shame 
Crosh'd ont his fiery nature, and his name 
I>ied silently.*— >A shadow o'er his halls 



94 THE LADY OF THE CASTLE. 

Crept year byjvear ; the miostrel pasaM their walls, 

The warder*8 horn hung mote ; — meantime the child 

On whose first floWerui^^ thougffats no parent souled, 

A gentle girl, and yet deep-hearted, erew 

Into flttd youth ; for well, too well she anew 

Her mother's tale ! — ^Its niemoi^ made the fkf 

Seem all too joyous for her shnnkinjr eye ; 

Check'd ou her lip the flow of son^, which fain 

Would there have linger'd ; flushed her cheetto pain 

If met by sadden glance; and gave a tone 

Of sorrow, as for something lovely gone, 

£v*n to the Spring's glad voice.— Her own was low. 

And plaintive — on ! there lie sooh depths of wo 

In a youRgr blighted spirit — ^Manhood rears 

A haughty brow, and Age has done with tear&. 

But youth bows down to misery j in amase 

At the dark cloud o'ermantling its fresh days ; 

And thus it was with her. — A mournful sight 

In one so fair; for she indeed was feir— 

Not with her mother's daszline eyes of light, 

Hers were more shadowy, full of thought and prayer, 

And widi long lashes o*er a white-rose cheek 

Drooping in ^oom, yet tender still, and meek, 

Still that fond child*s*-and oh ! the brow above, 

So pale and pure ! so form*d for hoir love 

To gaze upon in silence I — ^but she teh 

That love was pot for her, though hearts would melt 

Wherever she moved, and reverence mutely gireu 

Went with her ; and low prayers, that call d on Heaven 

To bless the young Isaure. * ■ ■ 

One sunny mom, 
With alms before her castle gate she stood, * 
'Midst peasant-groups ; when breaOiless and o'er-wom. 
And shrouded in \ooe weeds of widowhood, 
A stranger through tnem broke — the orphan maid 
With her sweet voice, and profier'd hand of aid, 
Tum'd to give welcome; but a wild sad look 
Met hers ; a gaze that all her spirit shook ; 
And that pale woman, suddenly subdued 
By some strong passion in its gushing mood. 
Knelt at her feet, and bathed them with such tears 
As rain the hoaiiled agonies of years 
From the heart's urn — and with her white lips prest 
The ground they trod»then, burying in her vest 
Her bipw's deep flush, sobb'd out, "Oh! undefiled ! 
I am thy mother .'—spurn me not, my child •'** 



TO THE IVY. 95 

Iflaare had pray*d for that lost mothei^— wept 

O'er her stainM memory^ when thtt happy slept, 

In the hush'd midoigbt ; stood with inuurnfal gaie 

Before yoo picture's smile of other days ; 

Bot never breath*d in human ear the name 

Which weigh*d her beiag[ to the earth with shame. 

What marvel if the anguish of surprise. 

The dark remembrances, the altered guise. 

Awhile o'erpowerM her ?— ^rom the weeper's touch 

She shrank— 'twas but a moment — ^yet too much 

For that all humbled one— its mortal stroke 

Came down like lightning's, and her full heart broke 

At once in silence. — Heavily and prone 

She sank, while, o'er her castle's threshold- stone, 

Those long fair trea8e»—they still brightly wore 

Their early pride, though bound With pearls no mnre — 

Bursting their fillet, in sad beiu^ roU'a, 

And swept the dust with coils of wavy gold. 

Her child bent o'er her— cali'd her— 'twas too late ! 
Dead lay the wanderer at her oWn proud gate. — 
The joy of courts, the star of knight and bard — 
How cQdst thou tall, oh ! bright-hair'd Ermengarde '- 



TO THB ivy. 



OCCA8IOS11> BT BKCIItriNO A LEAF GATBXBBD IN THB CASTLE 

OF RHEINFELS. 



Oh ! how could Fancy crown with thee. 

In ancient days, the god of wine. 
And bid tbee at the banquet be. 

Companion of the Tine ? 
Thy home, wild plant, is where each sound 

Of revelry hath long been o'er ; 
Where song's full notes once peal'd around, 

But now are heard no more. 

- The Roman, on his battle plains. 

Where kbgs before bis eagles bent. 
Entwined thee, with exulting strains, 
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Around the victor's tent ; ' 
Yet there, tboagh fresh in glossjr green, 

TriomphaotlT tbj boogfas iii%ht wave,— 
Better thoa lov'st the silent soenei 

Aroond the Yictoi's gmve. 
Where sleep the sons of aees flown, 

The bards and heroes of the past, 
Where, through the halls of glory gone, 

Mnrmurs the wintry blast ; 
Where years are hastening to efface 

Each record of the grand and &ip-< 
Thon in thy solitary grace. 

Wreath of the tomb ! art there. 

(^ ! many a temple, once sobliflMff 

Beneath a bine, Italian tkj^ 
Hath naught of beauty left by (ime. 

Save thy wild tapestiy. 
And reared *oiidst crags and clouds, *tia thine 

To wave where banners waved of yore, 
O'er towers tliat crest the noble Rhine, 

Along his rocky shore. 

High from the fields of air, look down 

Thoae eyries of a vanished race. 
Homes of the mighty, whose renown 

Hath pa68*d and left no trace. 
But thou art there— thy foliage bright. 

Unchanged, the mountain-stoim can brave— 
Thou that wilt climb the loftiest height, 

And deck tile humblest grave. 

The breathing forms of Parian stone, 

lliat lise round Grandeur's marble halls ; 
The vivid hues by painting thrown 

Rich o'er the glowine vralls ; 
Th' acanthus on Corinthian fanes, 

In scul[>tured beau^ waving fair,-^ 
These perish all«-xand what remains?—- 

Thou, thou alone art there. 

*Ti8 still the same — where'er we tread. 

The wrecks of human power we see, 
The marvels of all ages ffedy 

Left to Decay and thee. 
And still let man his fobrics rear, 

August in beauty, giace, and streBgth,'-rf 
Days nasst thou ^ Ivy never seie,"* 

And all is diine atlength. 



t> 



* •• Xt mjrtleK brown, and ivy never sere. 



FOR A DESlOir OP A BUTTERFLY, &C . ^ 



ON A LJBAF FROil THE TO»B OF VlRGIIi. 

Asp was thy home, pale witter'd thing, 

Beocath the rich blue aoutbem skt ? ' 
Wert tiioa a nursling of th« Spritig, 
ine winds, and suns of giorioai Italy ? 

Those suns in goMen light, e»en now. 

Look o»er the Poet's lovefy graTe, 
Those winds «e breathing soft, but thou 
Answenng their whisper, there no more shalt wave. 

'T^flowo" o'er Po^lippo's brow. 

May closter in their purple Woom, 
But on th' o'ershadowing ilex-bough, 
Thy breezy place is void, by ViigiPs tomb. 

Thy place is void— oh ! nonfe ott earth; 
This crowded earth, may so remain, 
Save that \^hich sools of loftiest birth 
Uave when they part, their Brighter ^me to gain. 

Another leaf ere now-bath sprung, 

9** ^ P*^ ***"' whicb 00C& Was thine— 
When shul another strain be sun^ 
Like his whose dust hath made that spot a shrike ^ 



FOR A DISSIGN OF A JUrTTJliRF&Y BUST. 

_ ,, CaiATUHK of air and lig&t, 
Emblem of that which may not fade or die. 

Wilt thou not speed thy flight, 
^ c'^awthe south-wind throiigli & glowing sky ? 

What lures thee thus to stay. 

With Sflence tad Dewiy, ^* 
Fix'd on the wreck of cold MorfbliQ^ ? 
VOL. 11. ^ 
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The thoughts once cbamberM there. 
Hare gather*d np their U-easures, aod are gone — 

Will the oust tell us where 
Thej that have burst the prisoa-hoose are flown f 

Rise, nursling of the day,;^ 

If thou wouldst trace their way- 
Earth hath no voice to make the secret known, j 

Who Seeks the vanished bird 
By the forsaken nest and broken shell f — 

Far thence he sings unheard, «, 

Yet free and jotous in the woods to dwell. 

Thou or the sunshine bom, 

Take the bright wings of mom ! ' 

Thy hopfe calls heaven^ward from yon ruSa*d cell. 



THE LOST PLEIAD. 

*■ Like the lost Pleiad seen no more below.** 



Btror. 



And is there glory from the heavens departed ? 
—Oh ! ?oid nnmark'd !-*-thy sisters or the sky 
Still hold their place on nigh, 
Though from its ranic thine orb so long hath started, 
Thou, that no more art seen of mortaleye. 

Hath the night lost a gem, the regal night ? 
She wears her crown of eld magnifiosnce, 
Thoogh thou art exiled thence — 
No desert seems to part those urns of light, 
*Midst the iar depth of purple gloom intense. 

Thev ris^ in joy, the starry myriads burnings— 
The shepherd greets them on his mountains free ; 
And frora the silvery sea 
To them the sailor's wakeful eye is turning— 
ITnefaanged they rise, they have not mourned for the^. 

Couldst thou be shaken from thy radiant place 
Ev*n as a dew-drop from the myrtle spray, 
Swept by the wind away ? 



THE SLEEPER ON MARATHON. 90 

IVerC tbou not p«q3led by some glinrious nee, 
And was there power to smite them with decay f 

Why, who shall talk of thrones, of sceptres riven ? 
Bow*d be oar hearts to think of what iMare^ 
When from its height afar 
A world sinks thus — and yon majestic heaven 
SlHnei not the less for that one vanished star i 



TH£ SI.BEPER ON jKASATHOiy. 



I LAif opon the solemn plain 

And by the funeral monnd, 
lYhere those who died not there in vain, 

Their place of sleep had found. 
'Twas silent where the free blood gusVd, 

When Persia came array'd— 
So many a voice bad there beeb hash'd^ 
, So many a footstep stay*d. 

I slumbered on the lonely spot, 

So sanctified by Death — 
I slttmber^d — bat ray rest was not 

As theirs who lay beneath. 
For on my dreams, that shadowy bonr, 

They rose — the chainlen dead- 
All armM they sprang, in joy, in ponfer. 

Up from their grassy bed. 

I saw their spears, on that red field, 

ria^ as in time gone by<»- 
Chased (o the seas, without his shield 

I saw the Persian fly. 
I wt4ce'*the sodden tmmpet's blast 

CalPd to another fisht— 
From visions x)f our ^orious psst, 

V^ ho doth not wake in might ? 



100 THE TRUMPET. 



} 



rnovBtfiDOvn song. 

Thb warrior crogsMthe oceaD*s fciUD, 

For tihic stormy fields of war — 
The maid was left in a smiliog home, . 

And a somiy land afar. 

His voice was heard where javelin showers 

Pov'd on .the ateel^dad line ; 
Her step was 'midst the summer-flowers, 

Her seat beneath thevine. 

His shield was cleA, his lance was riven. 
And the red blood sfainM his crest ; 

While she-^die gentlest wind of heaven 
Idiglit scarcdy fan h|er breast. 

Tet a thousand arrows passM him by. 
And again he cross'dTtbe seas ; 

Bat she had died, as rosea die 
That perish with a breeze. 

As rotes die, whenJhe )).last is come, 
For all things liright 9f^^ /air — 

There was death within th^ ^piling home, 
How had death found her there r 



THE TMTMPET. 

Thb trumpet's voice hath rons'd the land, 

Light up the beacon pyre ! 
—A hundred bills have seen the brand 

And waved the sign of fire. 
A hundred banners to the breeze 

Their gorgeous folds have cast — 
And hark !-Hrrasthat the sound of seas? 

— A king to war went past. 
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Tb« chief is anniiiff in his ball, 

Th« peasBDt bj nis hearth ; 
The moamer hears the thrilling call, 

And rises from the earth. 
The mother on her first*bom son, 

Looks with a boding eye~- 
Thev come not l»ck, though all be won, 

Wbose yonag hearts leap so high. 

The bard hath ceased his song, and bound 

The lalchioa to his side ; 
E'en for the marriage altar crown*d, 

The lover quits his bride. 
And all this haste, and change, and fear, 

By earthly clarloQ spread:— 
How will it be when kingdoms hear 

The blast that wakes 5ie dead ? 



PERNARDO DEL CARFIO. 



The celebrated Spanish champion, Bernardo del CarpiOt hariiig^ 
made manj ineffectual efforts to procure the release of his father, 
the Ooont Saldaaa, who bad been imprisoned by King^ Alfonso of 
Asturiasi almost from tbe time of Beniardo*s birtb« at last took up 
arms in despair. The war which he maintained proved so destruc- 
tive, that the men of the land gathered round the king, and united 
in demanding 8aldana*s liberty. Alibnso accordingly offered Ber- 
nardo immediate possession or his father's person, in exchange for 
bis castle of Carpio. BerQardo, without nesitation, gare up his 
strong hold with all his captives, and being assured that his father 
was then on his way from prison,rode forth with the king to meet him. 
•• And w|l)en he saw his father approaching, he exclaimed,** says 
tbe ancient chronicle, *« < Oh ! God, is the Count of Saldana indeed 
coming ?* • Look where he is,* replyed the cruel king, * and now go 
and greet him whom you have so long desired to see. * *' — The re- 
mainder of the story' will be found related in the ballad. The 
chronicles and romances leave us nearly in the dark, as to Bernard 
do's future history after this event. 

The warrior bowM his crested head, and tamed his heart of 

And sued the haughty king to free his long-imprisonM sire ; 
** I bring thee here my fortress-keys, I bring my captive 
train, 

9* 
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I pledee thee faith, ray liege, roy lord !— oh I break my fa- 
ther's chain !" 

" Rise, rifle ! ev*a now \hj iather coines, a raosomM man 

this daj ; 
Mount thy good horse, and t)iott a^fl I ,wiU voeet him on his 

way."— 
Then hghtly rose that 1(^al ^|i,.a^d bounded on l^is steed. 
And urged, as if with lance in rest, the charger's foamy 



And lo ! from far^ ^s on they pres^d, there came a,s^)itt«ring 

band, 
With one that 'midst them stately rode, a^ a leader in the 

land ; 
•— " T\ovf haste, Bernardo, haste ! /or there, in very truth, is 

he. 
The father whom thy faithful heart hath yeara'd so long to 

see." 
His dark eye flash'd,— his proud breast heayed,—-his cheek's 

hue came and went. — 
He reach'd that grey-hair'd cbieftain^s side, and -there dis- 

mouA^H^ bcpt', 
A lowly knee to earth be bent, his father's hand he took — 
What was there in ifs touch that all his fiery spirit shook ^ — 
Thathaiid Wfis cold — ^ frpzen tbiiig— it- drqpp'jj.frpm hi? 

lijfo lead — . 
He look'd qp .(o the face Above,— -the ^ace. was of the dead-^ 
A plume waved o'er the -noble brow — the broiv wa€> fixM and 

white — 
He n\it at last hisfather's eyes — liut in theip was no sight ! 

Up from the ground he sprang and gaxed<-»bDl who could 

paint that gaze f 
They hushM their very bcMrts th»t .«aw its horror ^d amaze — 
They mtghf have chain'd^hjrri pis before that stqny form he 

StlXMj, 

For the power was stricken from bis arm, and from his lip the 
blood, 

" Father !" at length he, murmured low— and wept like child- 
hood then — 

Talk not of grief till thou hast seen' the tears of warlike 
nrien ! — ^ 

Ke thought on all his glorious hopes, and all his j'oong 
renown — 

He flung hi^ falchion from h\» side, and in the dust sat down. 
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Then covering with his stecl-gloved hands his darkly mouro* 

ful brow, 
** No more, there is no more," he said, " to lift the sword for 

now— 
My king is false, oiy hope betrayed, my father — oh I the 

worth. 
The glpiji and the loveliness are pasi'd away from earUi- 

** I thought to s(apd where banners waved, rny sire ! beside 

t&e yet — 
1 would that there, our kindred blood on Spain^s free soil bad 

met — 
Thou wouldst have known my spirit then — for Ihee ^ly fields 

were won. 
And thou bast perished in thy chains, as though, thou hadst no 

son"' X 

Then starting from :il^e ground once mqre, he sl^zed the mo* 

naroh'srein, ' . 

AmicTst the pale and wilderM looks of all the courtier-train ; 
And with a tierce o^erpiastering grasp (he rearing wax-horse 

led. 
And sternly set them face to face— the king bafore the dead — 

** Came 1 not forth upon thy pledge, my father's hand to kiss ? 
— Be still, and gaze thou on, false. king ! and teU me what is 

this ? 
The voice, the glance, the heart I sought — give answer, where 

are ihey ? 
— Tf thou wouldst clear thy perjured soul, send life through 

this co|d clay. 

" Into these glassy eyes put light^be still ! keep down thine 

ire — 
Bid these white lips a blessing speak — this earth is not my 

sire- 
Give me back him for whom I strove, for wliom my blood was 

shed — 
Thou canst not ?— and a king I — his dusl be monntains on thy 

head "! 

He loosed the steed. — his slack hand fell— upon th« sil<»nt face 
He cast one long, deep, troubled look, then turn'd from that 

sad place — 
His hope was crush'd, his after-fate untold in martial strain— 
His banner lecl the spears no more aiiiidsl the hills of Spain. 



/ 
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THE DYING BARD'» PROPHECY. 

AT VBI riMI OP THX 8{7PP08SD MASSACSB BT BOWAfttI t. 



Thb Hall of Harps is lone this night, 

And cold the chieftain^s hearth ; 
It hath DO mead, it bath no Hfht, 
No voice of melodj, no soaod m mirth. 

And I depart—'my wound is deep, 

My brethren long have died — 
Yet, ere inj aool grow dark with sleep, 
^inds ' bear the spoiler oqe more tone of pride. 

Bear it, where on his battle-plain. 

Beneath the setting sun, 
He counts my country's noble slain— 
JSay to him<<-r-Saxon I think not tUl is won< 

Thou hast laid low the warrior's head, 

The minstrel's chainless han^ ; 
Dreamer ! (hat numberest with the dead 
The bomipg spirit of the mountaiu'l^nd. 

Think'st thou^ becaqse the song haUi ceasM, 

The Moul of song is tlown ? 
Think'st thou it woke to crown the feast, 
It lijred beside the ruddy hekrth alone f 

No ! by our names and by our blood. 

We leave it pure and free — 
Though hush'd awhile, that sounding ^ood 
Shall roll in joy through ages yet to be. 

We leave itt 'raidst our country's wo. 

The birthright of her breast — 
We leave it, as we leave the snow. 
Bright and eteituiJ, on ^ryxVa* crest 



* TSffUt ^ Weltjii vaine for Snovioo. 
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We leave it with our fame to dwell, 

Upon our children's breath — 
Our voice in theirs through time shall stvcil—- 
The bard hath gifts of prophecy from death. 

He dies — but yet the mountains stand, 

Yet sweeps the torrent^siide, 
And this is yet Eneurin*8 * land- 
Winds ! bear the spoiler one more tone of pride. 



THE WRBCK. 

All night the booiping mtnute-gun 

Had peal'd along .the deep. 
And mournfully the rising sun 

Look*d o*er the tide-worn steep. 
A bark from India's coral str$nd, 

Before the raging blast. 
Had veiPd her topsails to.the sand, 

And bow'd her noble mast 

The queenly ship ! — brave hearts had striven. 

And trae ones died with her — 
"We saw her mighty cablfe civen, 

Like floating goss^n^^i'. 
We saw her proud flag struck th^i morn, 

A star once o'er the seas — 
Her anchor gone, her deck uptorn, 

And sadder things than these, 

We saw her treasures cast away — 

The rocks with pearls were sown. 
And strangely sad, the ruby's ray 

Flash'd out o'er fretted stone. 
And gold was strewn the wet sands o'er, 

Like ashes by a breeze — 
And gorgeous robes— but oh ! that shore 

Hadsadder things than these .' 



* Eneurin, a celebrat'^d ancient British hard. 
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We saw Ihe siroae man still and low, 

A cruflhM reed thrown aside — 
Yet by that rigid lip and brow, 

Not withoat strife he died. 
And near him on the sea- weed lay-^ 

Till then we had not wept. 
But well oar gashing hearts might say, 

Hiat there a mother slept- 

For her pale arms a babe had prest. 

With soch a wreathing ^rasp, . 
Billows had dash'd o*er that fond breaJst, 

Tetnot undone the clasp. 
Her very treSses had been flung 

To wrap the fair child^s-ibrm, . 
Where still their wet long streamers clang, 

Alt tangled by the storm. 

And beautiful 'midsl that wild scene, 

GleamM up the boy^s dead &ce, 
Like Slumber's trustingly serene, 

In melancholy grace. 
Deep in her bosom lay his bead, 

With half-shot violet eye~- 
ffe had known little of her dreadf 

Naught of her agony ! 

Oh* human Love, whose yearning heart. 

Through all things vainly true, 
So stamps upon thy mortal part 

Its passionate adieu — 
Surely thou hast another lot, 

There is some home for thee, 
Where thou shalt rest, remembering not 

The moaning of the sea ! 



»o 
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A VOYAGER'S l)R£A]!I OF hASV. 



-His very beart athint 



To gose at Nature in her green arrayi 
Upon theship^s tall «ide he stands, possessed 
With visions prompted by intense desire ; 
Fair fields appear belovr, sgch as be left 
Far distant, such as he woald die to' find- 
He ieeks them headlong, and is seen no more* 



dmpir. 



Tmi hollow dash of waves .'—the ceaseless roar ! 
SilenQe, ye billows— vex my 90ul no more ! 

There's a spring in the woods by my sunny haasit, 

A&r from' the dkrk sea's tossing foam ; 

Oh ! the fa(U of that foontoin is sweet to hear, 

Ae as song from the dK>re to the sailor's ear. 

And the sp&udUb whjich ap to the sui) it throws, 

Through th& feathery fern, and the olive boa^s. 

And Uie gleam on its ^latb as it steals away 

jfnto deeper shades from the sultry day, • 

And the laigQ. water- lilies that o'er its bed 

Their pearly leaves to the soft light spread, 

IWy haunt me ! — ^I dream of that bright spring's flow, 

I thirst for its rills, like a wounded roe. 

Be still, biou sea-bird, with thy clanging cry, 
My spirit sickens as thy wing sweeps by ! 

Know ye my home, with the lulling sound 
Of leaves from the lime and the cbesnut round ? 
Kndw ye it, brethren, where bower'd it lies, 
Under the purple of southern skies ? 
With the streanw gold of the sun that shines 
In through the cloud of its clustering vines. 
And the breath of the fainting inyrtle-flowers. 
Borne from the mountains in dewy hours. 
And the fire-fly's glance through the darkening ahades^ 
Like shooting stars in the forest-glades, 
And the soent of the citron at eve's dim fall- 
Speak ! — ^have ye known, have ye felt them all? 

The heavy-rolling surge, the rockinp^ mast I 

Hush !-*give my dreun's deep music way, thou blast ! 



108 A voyager's dream of land. 

Oh I die gla4 sounds of the jojoos earth ! 
The Dotes of the singing cicala^s mirth. 
The nmrmars thai live in the iQoontain-|Hnes, 
The s^ihiog of reeds as the day declines. 
The wings flitting home through the crimson glow 
That steeps the woods wlien the sun is low. 
The voice <^ the nigrht-bird that sends a thrill 
To the heart of the leaves when the winds ans still— 
I bear them ! — around me they rise, they swell, 
Thej claim back my spbit with Hope to dweU, 
They come with a breath from the fre^ sprii^-Cime, 
And waken ooy youth in its hour of prime. 
The white foam dadies h^h — away, awar, 
Sfaiood my green land no more, thotf blinding spray ! 

It is there ! — down the mountains I see the sweep 

Of the chesnot forests, the rich and deep ; 

With the burden and glory of flowers that they yy«ar, 

Flpating upborne on ma bhm summer-air. 

And the light pouring duough diem in tender gleams. 

And the flashing forth of a thousand stream^. 

—Hold me not, brethren, Igo, I go^ 

To the hills of my youth, where the myrtles bkw. 

To the deaths of the woods, where the ^dows rest 

Massy and still, on the greensward's breast, ' 

To the rocks that resound with the water's play 

I hear the sweet laug^ of my fount— give way ! 
Give way !*-the booming suige, the tempest*s roar. 
The sea-bird's wail, shall vex my soul no more. 



1 
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THE GBAYB OF KORN£R« 

Cfaaiief Theodora Kdraer. the celebrated 70001; Oefmtn poet 
ud eoldiee. wai killed in a skinniih with a det^ichmeai of Fnach 




reeeas of which he had frequently deposited vene* compoied hf 
him while eampaipiiiig in its vicinity. I'he monument erected to 
his memory is of east iron, and the upper part is wrought into a lyra 
and a sword, a faronrite emblem or Kdnier*s, from which one of 
his works had been entitled. £{ear the grare of the poet is that of 
his only uster, who died of grief for his loss* having onlv sunrived 
him long ei)oogh to complete his portrait, and a drawing of his 
borial-plaee. Over the gate of the cemetery is engraved one of 
his l>wn Hoes. 

•• Vergpissdie treaen Tddten nlcht." 

•< Foiiget npl the faithful Dead." 

SeeZ>e«MM*« LtttersfromMtekUnhurfttinA Kifmer's JVesa- 
i$etU Ji»f4Uz$^V9n O. A, TUdg«. 

GnKBN waYe the oak for e?er o^er thy rest, 

Tboa that beneath its crownins foUage sleepest, 

And, Jn the stillneaa of thy couDtry*s breast. 
Thy place of memory^ as an altar, .keenest -, 

Brightly tihy spirit o'er ber hills was poiird, 
Tiioo of the Lyre and Sword ! 

Best Bard, rest Soldier !— by the lather's hand 

Here shall ttie child of aneryears be led. 
With his wreath-oflering silenfly to stand, 

In the huah'd presence of the glorioas dead. 
SgMRer and Bard! Ibrthoa thy path hast trod 
IVith Freedom and with God.* 



* The poems of Kftmer, which were chiefly devoted to the came 
of his eouatry, are strildngly distinguished by relif^iH feeliagtr 
apd a coaideBee in the Supreme Justiee for the faal deUreiMce 
of Germany. 

TOL. ii. 10 
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The wk waved proudly o*er thy burial rite, 
Oo thir crown'd bier to siamber warriors bore thee, 

And witn tnie hearts thjr brethren of the fight 
Wepl as they yeilM their drooping banners o'er tbeef 

And the deep gpns with rotline peal gave token, 
That Lyre and Swora were broken. 

Thou hast a hero's tomfb — a lowlier bed 
Is hers, the gentle girl beside thee lying. 

The gentle girt, that bovr*d her fair young head, 
When tfaMi wert gone, in silent sorrow dying. 

Brother, true friend: the tender and the brave—- 
She pined to share thy grave. 

Fame was tliy gift from others— but for her. 
To whom the wide world held that only spot— 

She loved thee— lovehr in your lives ye were, 
And in your early cleaths divided not. 

Thou hast thine oak, thy trophy — what hath she ? 
— Her own blest place by thee ! 

It waa thy spirit, brother f which had made 
The bright world glorioas to her thoughtful eye, 

Since first in childho^ 'midst the vinc^s ye play'd. 
And sent glad singing through the free blue sky: 

Ye were but two — and when that spirit pass'd. 
Wo, to the one, the last ! 

Wo, yet not long — she lingerM but to trace 
l*hine image from the image in her breast. 

Once, once again to see that buried iace 
But smile upon her, ere she went to rest. 

Too sad a smile ! its living light was o'er-— 
It aoswer'd hers no more. 

The earth grew silent when thy voice debarted, 
The home too lonely whence thy step had fled— 

What then was left for her, the faithful-hearted f — 
Death, death, to still the yearning for the dead. 

Softly she perisb'd<— be the Flower deplored. 
Hers with the Lyre and Swoid. 

Have ye not met ere now ? — so let those trust 

That meet for moments but to part for years. 
That weep, watch, pray, lo hold back dust from dust, 

That love, where love is but a fount of tears. 
Brother, sweet sister 1 peace around ve dwell-— 
Lym Siford> and Flower, farewell ! 
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THE GRAVES OF A HOUSEHOLD. 

Thbt grew ra beauty, side by side, 

They fin*d one home with glee — 
Tb^ir graves are sever'd far and wide. 

By mount, and stream, and sea. 

The same fond motfier bent at njght 

0*er each fair sleeping brow ; 
Sbe had each folded flower in sight — 

Where are those dreamers now f 

One, *midst the forests of the West, 

By a dark stream is laid — 
The Indian knows his place of rest^ 

Far in the cedar shade. 

The sea, the blue lone sea, hath one, 

He lies where pearls lie deep — 
Jffe was the loved of all, yet none 

0*er his low b^d may weep. 

One sleeps where soathem vines ara drest. 

Above the noble slain ; 
He wrapt bis ooloors rotind his breast, , * 

On a Dlood-red field of Spain. 

And one— o*er her the myrtle showers 

Its leaves* by soft winds fanned ; 
She faded 'midst Julian flowers. 

The last of that bright band. ' 

And parted thus tbey rest, who played 

Boieath the same green tree ; 
Whose voices minglMl as tbey prayM 

Around one pareiit kaee I 

They that with smiles lit us the hall, 
And cheer*d with song tlie hearth^ 

Alas ! for love, if ihou wert all, 
And naught beyond. Oh earth ! 
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THE liAST WISH. 

Go to the forest shade, 

S«ek thoa the well-known gladc 
Wheie, heavy with sweet dew, the violets lie ; 

Gleaming thxough moss-tufts deep, 

Like dark eyes BUM with sleep. 
And bathed in hoes of sammer's midoight sky. 

Bring me their buds, to shed 

Aioundtny dying bed 
A breath of May, and of the wood's repose ; 

For 1, in sooth, depart 

With a reluctant heart. 
That fain WQuld linger where the bright sun glows. 

Pain would I stay with thee^ 

Alas ! this must not be ; 
Vet bring me still the gifts of happier hours ! 

Go where the fountain's breast 

Catches, in glassy test. 
The dim green light that pours through laurel bowetf. 

I know how softly bright, . 

Steep'd in that tender light. 
The water-lilies tremble theres e'en now ; 

Go to the pure stream's edge« 

And from its whispering sedge 
Bring me those flowers, to cooing fevei'd brow. . 

Then, as in hope's young days. 

Track thou the antique maze 
Of the rich garden, to its grassy modnd ; 

There is a lone white rose. 

Shedding, in sudden snows. 
Its faint leaves o'er the emerald turf around. 

Well know'st thou that fair tree ! 

— A murmur of the bee 
Dwells ever in the honey'd lime above ; 

Bring me one pe&rly flower. 

Of an Its clustering shower— 
For on that spot we first reveal'd our love ! 



X 
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A MOPf arch's PEATH-BED. 1 l3 

Gather one woodbine bough, 

Hien, from the lattice low 
Of the bower'd cottaee which I bade thee mark, 

When by £e hamlet last 

Throng dim wood- lanes we pass'd. 
Where dews were glancing to the gIow>worm*$ spark. 

Haste ! to my pillow bear 

Those fragrant things, and fair — 
My hand jio more ma^ bind Uiem up at ere ; 

Tet shall Itreir odonr soft 

One bright dream round me waft, 
or life, youth, summer — ail that I must leave! 

And oh ! if thou woaldst ask, 

Wherefore thy steps I task 
The grove, the stneam, the nam1et*vale to trace ; 
' — *Tis that some thought of me. 

When I ani gone, may be 
The spirit bound to each laraillar place. 

I bid mine Image dwell,' 

(Oh ! break thou not the spell !) 
In the deep wood and by the fountain ^ide — 

Thou must not, my beloved I 

Rove where we two have roved, 
Foi^tting h^r tbatjn her spring-time died. 



.it 



A MONARCH'S QEATH*BED. 

The Kmperor Albert of Hap«bai|f , who was fiuassioated by his 
nephew, afterwards called John the Parricide, was left to die by 
the way'8td(^, and was supported in his tost moments by a female 
peasant who happened to be passing. 

A MONARCH on his death-bed lay- 
Did censers waft perfume, 

And soft lamps pour their silvery ray. 
Through his proud chamber^s gloom ^ 

He lay upon a greensward bed, 
Beneath a darkening dcy— - 

A long tree waving o'er his head^ 
A 'swift stream rolling by. 
10* 
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Had be tben fallen, as warriors faU, 

Where spear strikes fire from spear ? 
Was there a banner for bis pall, 

A buckler for his bier ?— ^ 
p^ol so—nor cloven tihields nor helms 

Had strewn the bloody sod, 
Where he, the helpless lord of realms. 

Yielded his soul to God. 

Were there not friends, with words of cheer, 

And princely vassals nigh? 
And priests, the crucifix to rear 

Before the fading eye ? 
A peasant girl, that royal head I 

Upon her bosoQH laid ; 
And, shrinking not for woman's dread, , ^ I 

The face of death survej/'d. 

Alone she sat— from hill and wood 

Red sank the mournful sun ; 
Fast gush'd the fount of noble blood, I 

Treason its worst had done ! j 

With her long hair she vainly pressed i 

The wounds, to staunch their tide— - | 

Unknown, on that meek* humble breast. 

Imperial Albert died I 



THE HOUtt OF DEATH. 

LiAVKS have their time to fall, 
And flowers to wither at the north-wind's breath, 

And stars to set— but all, 
Thou hast all seasons for thine own, oh ! Death. 

Day is for mortal care. 
Eve for glad meetings round the joyous hearth, 

Night for the dreams of sleep, the vioce of prayer- 
But all for thee, thou Mightiest of the earth. 

The banqnethath its hour, 
Its feverish hour of mirth, and soQg, and wine ; 

There comes a day for griefs o'erwhehning power, 
A time for softer tear»^but all are thine. 
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YoqUi and the openiog rose 
Maj look like things too glorious for decay. 

And smile at thee— but thou art not of those 
That wait the ripen'd bloom to seize their prey. 

Leaves have their time to fall, 
And flowers to wither at the north-wind*s. breath, 

And stars to set — ^but all, 
Tbou hast ail seasons for thine own, oh ! Death. 

l¥e know when moons shall wane, 
"When summer-birds from far shall cross the sea, 

When autamDi*s hue shall tinge the golden grain — 
But who shall teach us when to look for thee r — 

Is it iHien Sprioff's first gale 
Ckmies forth to whisper where the violets lie ? 

Is it when roses in our padis grow pale ? — 
They hare one seatOfr-^oiU are ours to die ! 

Thoii art where billows foam, 
llibQ art where music mehs upon the air; 

Thou art around us in our peaceful h<Mne, 
And the world calls us forth— and thou art there. 

Thou art where friend meets (Hend, 
Beneath the shadow of the efan to rest-^ 

Thou art where ifoe meets §ae, and trunpets rend 
The ikies, and swords beat down the princely crest. 

Leaves hare their time to &n. 
And flowers to wither at the north-wind's breath, 

And stars to set— but all, 
Thou hast all seasons for thine owU) oh t Death. 



THE R£L£AS£ OF TASSO* 

Thibb came a bard to Rome ; he brought a lyre 
Of sounds to peal through Rome's trinmphaot sky, 
To mourn a hero on his funeral pyre, 
Or greet a conqueror with its war-notes high ; 
For on each chord had fallen tlie gift of fire, 
The living breath of Power and Victory— 
Tet he, its lord, the sovereign city's guest, 
Sigh'd but to flee away, and bcr at rest. 
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He brouffht • spirit whose ethereal birth 
Was of 3ie loftiest, aad whose hauots had been 
Amidst the marvels and the pomps of earth, 
Wild fairy-bowers, and groves of deathless ^reen, 
And fields where mail-clad bosoms prove their worth, 
When flashing swords light up the storii\y scene — 
He brought a weary heart* a wasted frame,— 
Hie Child of Visions from a dungeon came. 

On the blue waters, as in jqy they sweep, 

With starli^t floating o'er their swells and &lls, 

On the blue watersof the Adrian deep. 

His numbers had been sung — ^and in the halls, 

Where, through the rich foUage if a sunbeam peep* 

It seems Heaven's wakening to the sculptur'd Wall6,«— 

Had princes listened to those lofty strains. 

While the high soul they burst from, pined in chains. 

And in the summer-gardens, where the spray 
Of founts, far-glancing from their marble bed, 
Rains on the flowering myrtles in its play. 
And the sweet limes, and glas6y leaves that tprea^d 
Round the deep golden citrons — o'er his lay 
Dark eyes, dark, soft, Italian eyes had shed 
Warm tears, fast-glittering in that san, whose light 
Was a forbidden glory (q his sight. 

Oh ! if it be that wizard sign and spell, 
And talisman bad power of old to bind. 
In the dark chambers of some cavern-cell. 
Or knotted oak, the spirits of the wind. 
Things of the lightnine-pinlon, wont to dwell 
High o'er the reach ofeagles, and to find 
Joy in the rush of storms — even such a doom 
Was that high minstrel's in his dungeon-gloom. 

But he was free at last ! — die glorious land 
Of the white Alps and pine-crown'd Apennines, 
Along whose shore the sapphire seas expand. 
And the wastes teem with mT|;tle, and me shrines 
Of long-forgotten gods from Nature's hand 
Receive bright ofierings still ; with all its Tines, 
And rocks, and rujns, clear before him lay—- 
The seal was taken from the founts of day. 

The winds came o'er his cheek ; the soft winds, blending 

All summer-sounds and odours in their sigh ; 

The orange-groves waved round ; the hills were sending 

Their bright streams down ; the free birds darting by, 

And the blue festal heavens above him bending, 

As if to fold a worid where none could die I 
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And who wu he that look'd npan thete things ? 

— If but of earth, jet one whM6 tboogbts ware wings 

To bear him o'er creation ! and whose mind 
Was as ao air^harp, wal(ening to the sway 
Of sttnnr Nature's breathings noconfiaed, 
With all the mystic harmonies that lay 
Far in the slumber of its chords enshrioedf 
Till the light br^ese went thrilline on its way. 
—There was no sound that wander'd through the siiy. 
But told him sedijets ia its melody. 

Waft the deep forest lonely unto him 

With all its.wbispering leaves f Each dell and glade 

Teem'd widi such forms as on the moss-clad bnm 

Of fouatains, in their sparry grottoes, play'd, 

Seen by the Greek of yore through twilight dim. 

Or misty-noontide in toe laurel-shade. 

—There is no solitude on earth so deep 

As that where man decrees that man should weep ! 

But oh ! the life in Nature's gpreen domains, 
The breathing sense oJT jogr ! where flowers are springiog 
By starry thousands, oa the slopes and plains, 
Ajnd the g^ray rock8--«iid all the arch'd woods noging, 
And the Toung branches trembling to the strains 
Of wild-bom creatures, through me sunshine winging 
Their fearless flight«-and sylvan echoes round, 
- Mingling all tones to one Eolian sound ; 

And the glad voice, the laughing voice of streams. 

And the u>w cadence of the silvery sea, 

And reed- notes fiom the mountains, and the beams 

Of the warm sun—all these are for the free ! 

And they were his once more, the bard whose dreams 

Their spiiit still had haunted.— Could it be 

That he had borne the chain ?— -oh i who shall dare 

To say how much man's heart uncrush'd may bear ? 

So deep a root hath hope ! but wo for this, 
Our frail mortality, that aught so brieht. 
So almost burthen'd with excess of bliss. 
As the rich hour which back to summer's light 
Calls the worn captive, with the geutle kiss 
Ot' winds, and gosh of waters* and the sijght 
Of the green earth, nmst so be bought with years 
Of the heart's fever, parching up its tears ; 

And feeding a slow fire on all its powers. 
Until the boon for which we gasp in vain. 
If hardly won at leogUi, too Mte made ours 
When the soul's wing is broken, comes like rain 
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Withheld till evening, on the stately flo«ren 
Which withered in the noontide, ne'er a$aia 
To lift their heads in glory.— So doth Earth 
Breathe on her gifts, and melt away their worth. 

The sailor dies in sight of that green shore. 

Whose fields, in slorobering beauty, seemM to lie 

On the deep's foam, amidst its hollow roar 

Call'd op to sonlight by his ftintasy — 

And, when the shinins desert-mists that wore 

The lake's bright semblance, have been all passM by, 

The pi^rim sinks beside the foontain-wave. 

Which flashes from its rock, too late to save. 

Or if we live, if that, too dearly bought. 

And made too precious by long hopes and fears. 

Remains our own — love, darken'd and overwrought 

By memory of privation, love, which wears 

And casts o'er fife a troubled hue of thought. 

Becomes the shadow of our closing years. 

Making it almost misery to possess 

Aught, watch'd with such unquiet tenderness. 

Such unto him, the bard, the worn and wild, 
And sick with hope dcferr'd, from whom the sky, 
With all its clouds in burning glory piled, 
Had been shut out by long captivity ; 
Such, freedom was to Tasso. — As a child 
Is to the mother, whose foreboding eye 
In its too radiant glance from day to day. 
Reads that which calls the brightest first awa^. 

And he became a wanderer — ^in whose breast 

Wild fear, whidi, e'en when every sense doth sleep, 

Clings to the burning heart, a wakeftil guest, 

Sat brooding as a spirit, raised to keep 

Its gloomy vigil of intense unrest 

O'er treasures, burthening life, and buried deep 

In cavem-tomb, and sought, tbrooeh shades and stealth. 

By some pale mortal, trembling at nis wealth. 

But wo for those who trample o'er a mind ! 
A deathless thing. — They know not what they dos 
Or what they deal with ! — Man perchance may bind 
The flower his step hath bruisedf ; or li|^ht anew 
The torch he quenches ; or to music wmd 
Again the lyre-string from his touch that flew*— 
Hut for the soul !— oh I tremble, and beware 
To lay rude hands upon God's mysteries there ! 
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For blindaesa wraps that world— oor toach may torn 
Some balance, fearfully and darkly hiuig^, , 
Or pat oat some bright spark, whose ray shoald burn 
To point (he way a thousaad rocks among — 
Or break same subtle chain, which none discern, 
Though binding down the terrible, the strong, 
Th» o'ersweeping passion»-<which to loose oi^Hfe 
Is to set free the elements for strife ! 

Who ihen to power and glory ^all restore 

That which our evil raslmess hath undone ? 

Who unto niystic harmony once more 

Attune those viewless chords?— There is but Que 1 

He that through dust the stream of life can pour, 

The Mighty and the Merciful alone ! 

— ^Yet ott His paths have midnight for their shade — 

He leaves to man the ruin man hath made ! — 



TASSO AND HIS SIST£B. 

"Deyant tous est Sorrento: )i d^meuroit la soeur de Tasse, 
qaand Jl vijit en p4I4rin dfimander i cette obseure amie,un atile 
contre Tinjustice des priuce8.-~Se8 longnes douleun ayoient prcs- 
qae ^gar^ sa raison ; il ne lui restoit plus quedu g^nie.** Corinne, 

Shb sat, where on each vrind that sigh*d 

The citron*s breath went by; 
While the deep gold of eventide 

fiurn'd in the Italian sky. 
Her bower was one where daylight^s close 

Fulloft sweet laughter found. 
As (hence (he voice of childhood rose 

To the high vineyards round. 



But still and thoughtful, at herlhaee, 

Her children stood that hour, 
Their bursts of song, and dancing glee, 




gazed 



With brows through parting ringlets raised, 
They stood !ii silent grace. 
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While ^ie— ret something o*er her look 

Of mournfulness was spread— 
Forth irom a poet*s magic book 

The glorious numbers rend ; 
The proud, undying lay, which poured 

Its light on eril years; 
Jffis of thtf gifted Pen and Sword,* 

The triumph and the tears. 

She read of fair Ermiuia^a flight,. 

Which Venice once might near 
Sung on her glitterin]^ «ea8 at night. 

By many a gondolier; 
Of him she read, who broke the charm 

That wrapt the myrtle grove : 
Of Godfrey's deeds, of Tancred*s arm, 

That slew ins Baynim love. 

YoQi^ cheeks around that bright page g1ow*d, 

Tonng holy hearts were stirr'd ; 
. And the meek tears oC womnuT flowed 

Fast o*er eadi burning word. 
And sounds of breeze, and fount, and leaf, 

Came sweet each pause between ; 
When a strange voice of sodden grief 

Burst on the gentle scene. 

The mother tnm'd--jBk way-worn man, 

In pilerim garb stood nigh, 
Of stately mien, yet wild imd wan, 

Of proud, yet restless eye. 
But drops that would not stay for pride, 

From that dark eye gash'd free, 
As pressing his pale brow, he cried, 

** Foigotten ! e'en by thee ! 

" Am I so changed? — and yet we two 
Oft band in hand have play'd — 

This brow hath been all bathed in dew, 
From wreaths which thou hast made. 

We have knelt down and said one prayer. 
And sung one vesper strain — 

My thoughts are dim with clouds of care- 
Tell me those words again! 



* It is scarcelT neeesMryto recall the well known Italian sayiD^* 
that Tasf with big sworA and pea was superior to an men. 
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'* Life hath been heavy on my bead; 

1 coooe, a stricken deer, 
Bearing the hear^ 'midst crowds that bled, 

1\> bleed in stillness here.** 
•;— She eased— till thoughts that long had slept, 

Shook all her thrilling fani»~ 
She fell apon his neck, and wept, 

And breathed her brother's name. 

» 

Her broiher''s name !->aBd who was he, 

The weary one, th' unknown, 
That came, the bitter world to flee, 

A stranger to his own ? 
— ^He was the bard of gifts divine, 

To sway the hearts of men ; 
He of the song for Salem's ^ine, 

He of the sword and Pen ! 



TO THE POJBT WORDSWORTH. 



Thihb is a strain to read among the hills, 

Hie old and full of voices — by the source 

Of some free stream, whose gladdening presence fills 

The solitude with sound— ior in its coarse 

Even such is thy deep song, that seems a part 

Of those high scenes, a fountaiu from their heart. 

Or its calm spirit fitly may be taken 
To the still breast, in some sweet garden-bowers. 
Where summer winds each tree's low tones awaken, 
And bud and bell with chaiiges mark the hours. 
There let thy thoughts be with me, while the day 
Sinks with a golden and serene decay. 

Or by some hearth where happy faces ODeet, 
When night hath hnsh'd the woods with all their birds. 
There, from some ^tle voice, \S»\ lay were sy^eet 
At antic|ue music, Imk'd with hoos^iold. w<»ds. 
While, m pleased muimurs, woman's lip might moire, 
And the raised ejt of childhood shiae in Ipve. 

voL.ir. 11 
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Or where the dudows of dark solemn yews 
Brood silently o*er some lone burial-ground, 
Thy verse hath cower that brightly might diffuse 
A breath, a kindling, as of spring, around, ^ 

From Its own glow of hope and courage high, 
And stead&st faith^s victorious constancy. 

True bard and holy !— thou art e'en as one 
Who, by some secret gift of soul or eye, . 
In eveiy spot beneath the smiling sun. 
Sees where the springs of living waters lie — 
Unseen awhile they sleep— till, touched by thee. 
Bright, healthful waves flow forth, to each glad wanderer 
free! 



THE SONG OF fHfi CURFEW. 

Habk ! frcMD the dim church-tower. 
The deep, slow curfew's chime ! 
A heavy sound unto hall and bower, 

In England's olden time ! 
Sadly 'twas ward by him who came 

From the fields of bis toil at night, 
And who might not see his own hearth's flame 
Ib his children's eyes make light. 

Sadly and sternly heard 

As it quench'd the wood-fire's glow. 
Which bad cbeer'd the board, with the mirthful word. 

And the red wine's foaming Qow 
Until that sullen, booming knell. 
Flung oat from every fane, 
On harp, and lip, and spirit fell, 
With a weight, and with a chain. 

Wo for the wanderer then 

In the wild- deer's forests far ! 
No cottage lamp, to the haunts of men. 

Might guide him as a star. 
And wo for him, whose wakeful soul, 

With lone aspirings filTd, 
Would have lir'd o'er some immortal scroll. 
While the sounds of earth were stillM. 
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And yet a deeper wo, 

^_. ''w the watchers by the bed, 
AYbere the fondly loved, in pain lay low. 

And rest forsook the head. 
* or the mother doomM unsem to keep 
A J ?^-***f.*^^»og babe her place, 
And to feel its flitting pulse, and weep, 
Yet not behold its face ! 

Darkness, in chieftain's hall ! 

vVnile Freedom, tinder that shadowy pall 
#^i . Sat moaming o'er her lot. * 

Oh . tiie fira«de*8 peace we well may priie. 
For bkxMi hath flow'd like rain, 

^^^At^}° T**^* ■''««* sanctaaries 
Ot England's homes again ! 

Heap&eynle-fcgots high, 

»*• .^'?*^«^l»«htfilU the room! 
St IS home's own hoor, when the stormy skr 
Grows thick with evening gloom. ' 
Gather ye round the holy hearth. 

And by its gladdening blaze, 
Unto Aankfiil bfiss we wiH change oar mirth, 

With a thought of the olden days. 



HYMN FOR CHRlSTJIf AS. 

Oh ! loireir Toices of the sky 

Which hymn'd the Saviour's birth, 
Are ye not singing still on high, 

Ye that sang, <* Peace on earth" ? 
To us jet speak the strains 

Wherewith, in time gone by^ 
Ye bless'd the Syrian swains, 
Oh I voices of the sky ! 

^^ ' ml**' ^^^ shining light, whose beams 
That hour Mea?en's glory shed, 

Around the palms, and o'er the streams. 
And on the shepherd^s head. 



■4 
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Be near, through life and death. 

As in that holiest night 
Of hope, «nd joy, and faith— 

Oh ! clear and shining ught I 

Oh ! star which led to Him, Whose love 
Brought down man's ransom free — 
Where art thou ?— 'midst the host above, 
May we still gaze on thee ? 
In Heaven thou art not set, 

Thy rays earth may not dim ; 
Send them to guide us yet, 
Oh ! star which led to Him I 



CHRIST STILLING THB TEBIPBST. 

*' But the ship wm now in the nwdst of the sea, tossed with wares j 
for the wind ws» contraiy ."—«*. Matthao, xiv. 24. 

FiAR was within the tossing bark. 

When stormy winds grew loud ; 
And waves came rolling high and dark. 

And the tall roast was bow'd. 

And men stood breathless in their dread» 

And baffled in their skill*— 
But One was there, who rose and said 

To the wild sea, «* Be stUl !" 

And the wind ceased— it ceased .'—that word 

PassM through the gloomy sky ; 
The troubled billows knew their Lord, 

And sank beneath his eye. 

And slumber settled on the deep, 

And silence on the blast, 
As when the righteous falls asleep, 

When death's fierce throes are past. 

Thou that didst rule the angry hour, 

And tame the tJsmpest's mood — 
Oh ! send thy spirit forth in power. 

O'er OUT dark souls to brood ! 
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Thoa that didst bow the bill<m'*s pride, 

Thy mandates to fulfil — 
Speak, fspeak to passion^ nging tide, ^ 

Speak and Say -" Peace, be slill W 



CHRIST'S AGONY IN THE GARDEN* 

Hb knelt—- the Saviour knelt and pray'd, 

When bat His Father's eye 
IjOok*d thfoagh the lonely garden's shade, 

,On that dread agony I 
The Lord of all, above, beneath, 
Was bow'd with sorrow unto death. 

The sun set in a fearful hoar, 

The skies might well grow dim, 
"When this mortality had power 

So io overshadow Him ! 
That He who gave man's breath might know, 
The very depd of human wo. 

He knew them all — the doubt, the strife, 

The laint, peiplexing dread, 
The mists that hang o'er parting life. 

All darkened round His head 1 
And the Deliverer knelt to pray — 
Yet pass'd it toot, that cup, away. 

It pass'd not— thoueh the stormy wave 

Had sunk beneath His tread; 
It pass'd not — though to Him the grave 

Had yielded up its dead. 
But there was sent Him from on high 
A gift of strength, for man to die.* 

And was HU mortal hour beset 

With anguish and dismay ? 
-"How may we meet our conflict jei. 

In the daric, narrow way ? 
How, but through Him, that path who trod f 
Saire, or we perish, Son of God ! 

* ** And there Appeared ao angel unto him from heaven, strength- 
earns him."— £^ hake* xxii. 49. 

11* 



126 THE SUNBEAM. 



THE SUNBEAM. 



Thou art no lingerer in monarches hall, 
A joy thou art, and a wealth to all ! 
A bearer of hope upon land and sea — 
Sanbeam! what gift hath the world like thee ? 

Thou art walking the billows, and Ocean smiles—- 
Thoa hast touchM with glory his thousand isles — 
Thou hast lit up the ships, and the feathery foam. 
And giadden*a the sailor, like words from home. 

To the solemn depths ot the forest^shades, 
Thou art streaming on through their greoi arcades. 
And the quiyering leaves that have caught thy glow, 
Like fire-flies glance to the pools below. 

I lookM on the mountains — a vapour lay 
Folding their heights in its dark array ; 
Thou meekest forth — ^and the mist tiecame 
A crown and a mantle of living flame. 

I look*d OD the peasants lowly cot — 
Something of sadness had wrapt the snot ; 
But a gleam of <Aee on its casement fell. 
And it laugh>d into beanty at that bright ^11. 

To the earth*s wild places a guest thou art, 
Flushing the waste like the rose^s heart ; 
And thou scomest not, from thy pomp to shed 
A tender light on the ruin^s heaa. 

Thou tak*st through the dim church* aisle thy way, 
And its pillars from twilight flash forth to day, 
And its nigh pale toihbs, with their trophies old, 
Are bathed in a flood as of burning gold. 

And thou tumest not from the humblest grave, 
Where a flower to the sighing winds may wave ; 
ThoQ scatterest its gloalilifae the dreams of rest. 
Thou sleepest in love on its grassy breast. 
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Sunbeam of summer, oh ! what is like thee ? 

Hope of the wilderness, joy of the sea ! 

-^-^Dne thing is like thee, to mortals eiven,— 

The faith, touching all things wkh the hues of Heaven. 



TRAVELLER AT TH£ SOURCE OF 
THE NILE. 



In sunset's light o'er Afric ihrowti, 

A wanderer proudly stood 
Beside the well-spring, deep and lone. 

Of Egypt's awful flood; 
The cradle of that mighty birth. 
So long a hidden thing to earth. 

He heard its life's first murmtirmg sound, 

A low mysterious tone ; 
A music sought, but never found 
- By kinffs and warriors gone ; 
He listenM — and his heart beat high — 
That was the song of victory ! 

The rapture of a conqueror's mood 
RushM burning through his frame, 

The depths of that green solitude 
Its torrents could not tame. 

Though stillness lay, with eve's last smile, 

Round those calm fountains of the Nile. 

Night came with stars ; — across his soul 
There swept a sudden change, 

Ev'n at the pilgrim's glorious goal, 
A shadow dark and strange. 

Breathed from the thought, so swift to fall 

O'er trinmph^s hour-— ^nd is this aU ? 

No more than this ! — what seem'd it now 
First by that spring to stand ? 

A thousand streams of lovelier flow 
Bathed bis own mooDtain land ! 

Whmoe, £uo^cr watte and oceao track, 

There wild sweet voices call'd him back. 
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IW caird hinn btck to manv a gUde, 
His childhood's hauot of play, 

Whero brightly through th^beechen shade 
Their waters glanced away ; 

They call'd him, wiA their sounding waves, 

Back to his fathers' hills and graves. 

But darkW mineling with the thmight 

or each famuiar scene, 
Rose up a fearful vision, fraught 

With all that lay between; 
The Arab's iance, the desert's gloom, . 
The whirling sands, the red simoom ! 

Wheie was the glow of power and pride f 

The spirit bom to roam ? 
His weary heart within him died 

With yearnings for his home ; 
All vainly struggling to repress 
That gush of painfol tenderness. 

He wept— the stars of Afric's heaven 
Beheld bis bursting tears, ^ 

Ev'o on that spot where fate had given 
The meed of toiling years. 

—Oh happiness! how far we flee 

Thine own sweet paths in search of thee !* 



THE VAUDOIS VAXLEVS, 

Ybs, thou hast met the sun's last smile. 
From the haunted hills of Rome ; 

By many a bright Mgeaa isle. 
Thou hast seen the billows foam : 



* The arrival of Brace at trhatbe considered to be the source of 
the Nile was followed almost immediately by feeUn|sthttSfoddenIy 
fl uctuating from triumph to despondence. See his Tnmw ik Mf- 



stma. 
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From th6 silence of (he Pyramid 

Thou hast watched the solemn flow 
Of the Nile, that with its wafers hid 

The ancient realm below t 

Thy heart hath bam'd as shepherds sung 

Some wild and warlike stratil. 
Where the Moorish horn once proudly rung 

ThxoDgh the pealing hiUs of Spain : 

And o*er the lonely Grecian streams 

Thou hast heard (he laurels moan, 
With a sound yet murmuring in thy dreams 

Of the glory that is gone. 

But go thou to the pastoral Vales 

or the Alpine mountains old, 
If thou wouldst hear immortal titles 

By the wind^s deep whispers told ! 

Go, if thou lov'st the soil to tread. 

Where man hath nobly striyen. 
And life, like incense, hath been shed. 

An o&rkig onto j^aven. 

For o*er the snows, and rotmd the pines, 

Hath swept a noble flood ; 
The nurture of the peasadt^s vines 

Hatii been the martyr*s blood ! 

A spirit, stronger than the sword, 

And tof(icr than despair, 
Throagh all the heroic region pour*d, 

Breathes in the generous air. 

A memory clings to every steep 

Of long-enduring faith, 
And the sounding streams gkd record keep 

Of courage unto death. 

Ask of the peasant where his sires 

For truth and freedom bled. 
Ask, where were lit the torturing fires. 

Where lay the holy dead ; 

And h« will tell thee, all around, 

On fount, and turf, and stone. 
Far as the chamois* foot can bound, 

Their ashes have been sown ! 
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Go, when the sabbath bell is heard* 

Up through the wilds to float, 
When the dark old woods and caves are 8tirr*d 

To gladness by the note ; 

^hen forth, along their thousand rills, 

The mountain people come. 
Join thou their wor^ip on those hills 

Of glorious martyrdom. 

And while the song of praise ascends. 

And while the torrent's voice 
Like the swell of mtmy an organ blends. 

Then let thy soul rejoice ! 

Rejoice, that human heart, through scorn. 
Through shame, through death, made strong, 

Before the rt)cks and heavens have borne 
Witness of God so long I 



1 



THE SONGS OF OUR FATHERS. 



••' Sine aloud 



Old soofs, the precious music of tne heart.*' 

IVordtmorik, 



Sing them upon the sunny hills, 

When days are long and bright. 
And the blue gleam o? shining rills 

Is loveliest to the sight. 
Sing them along the misty moor, 

Where ancient hunters roved. 
And swell them through the torrent*s roar — 

The 801^ our fathers loved ! 

The songs their souls rejoiced to hear 

When harps were in the hall, 
And each proud note made lance and spear 

Thrill on the banner'd wall : 




the bills daring the summer, are followed thither by their petton, 
and at that season of the year assemble on that sacred day, tp wor- 
ship in the open air. 
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The tongs that through our vallejs green. 

Sent on from age to age, 
Like hi* own rivei^s voice, have been 

The peaiant's heritage. 

The reaper sings them when the vale 

Is fillM with plumy sheaves ; 
The woodman, by the stariicfat pale 

Cheer'd homeward through \ne leaves: 
And unto them the glancing oars 

A joyous measure keep, 
Wliere the dark rocks that crest our shores 

Dash back the foaming deep. 

So let it be !— a light they shed 

O'er each old l^nt and grove ; 
A memory of the gentle dead, 

A spell of lingering love : 
Murmuring the names of mighty men. 

They bid our streams roll on. 
And link high thoughts to eveiv glen 

Where valiant deeds were done. 

Teach them your children round the heartb. 

When evening-fires bum clear. 
And in the fields of harvest mirth. 

And on the hills of deer! 
So shall each unfoi^tten word, 

When far those loved odes roam. 
Call back the hearts that once it stirr*^d, 

To childhood's holy home. 

The green woods of their native land 

Shall whisper in the strain. 
The voices of their household band 

Shall sweetlv speak again ; 
The heathery heights in vision rise 

Where like the stag they roved— 
Sing to your sons thon melodies, 

Tlie SQDgs your fotber loved. 
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THE BURIAL 
or 
WIIiUAM THE CONQUBBOK. 

LowLT upoo his bier 

The royal conqaeror lay, 
BaroD and chief stood near 

Silent in war-array. 

Down the long minister's aisle, 
Crowds mutely gazing stream*d, 

Altar and tomb, the while. 
Through mists of incense gleam'd : 

And by the torch's blaze 

The stately priest had said 
High words of powar and praise, 

To the glory of the dead. 

They lower'd him, with the sound 

Of requiems, to repose. 
When from the throngs around 

A solemn voice arose : 

" Forbear forbear !" it cried, 
<* In the holiest naaie forbear ! 

He hath conquer'd regions wide,. 
But he shall not slumber there. 

«< By the violated hearth 

Which made way for yon proud shrine, 
By the harvests which this earth, 

Hath borne to me and mine ; 

** By the home ev'n here p'ertfarown, 
On my 'children's native spot, — 

Hence ! widihis dark renown 
Cumber our birth-place not ! 

** Will my sire's unransom'd field 
O'er which your censers wave. 

To the buried spoiler yield 
Soft stumor m the grave ? 
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" The tree before him fell 

Which we cberiah*d manjr a year, 
But its deep root yet shall swell 

And heiure against his bier. 

«* The land that I have tiird, 

Hath yet its brooding breast 
With my home's white ashes filPd — 

And it shall not give him rest 

<* Here each proad coIumn*s bed 

Hath been wet by^weepiog eves, — 
Hence! and bestow yoor draa 

Where no wrong i^inst him cries ."* 

Shame glowM on each dark face 

Of those proad and steel-girt men. 
And they bought with gold a place 

For their leader*s dnst e*en then. 

A little earth for him 

Whose banner flew so ftur ! 
And a peasant's tale could dim 

The name, a natiOD's star ! 

One deep voice dins arose 

From a heart which wrongs bad rhren — 
Oh ! who shall number (hose 

That were but heard in Heaven f* 



* For the particnlan of this and other learcelir lew remukable 
cireomstence* which attended the obteqnies of William the Con- 
queror, tee Sismondi't Bistoirt da Franctnit vol. ir. p. 4MK 
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THE SOUND OF THE SEA. 

Thou art sounding on, thoa mightj ses. 

For ever and m same ! 
The ancient rocks yet ring to tbee. 

Whose thunders naught can tame. 

Oh ! roany a glorious voice is gone, 

From the rich bowers of earth, 
And hushM is many a lovely one 

Of moumfulness or mirth. 

The Dorian flute that sigh'd of yore 

Along thy wave, is stiil ; 
The harp of Judah peals no more 

On Zion*8 awfhl hill. 

And Memnon's lyre hath lost the chord 

That breathed the mystic tone. 
And the sones, at Rome's h%h triumphs pooi'd, 

Are with her eagles flown. 

And mute the Moorish horn, that rang 

O'er stream and mountain free, 
And the hymn the leagued Crusaders sang. 

Hath died in Galilee. 

But thou art swelling on, thou deep, 
, Through many an olden clime. 
Thy billowy ahtiiem, ne'er to sleep 
Until the close of time. 

Thou liftfist up thy solemn voice 

To every wind and sky. 
And all our earth's green shores rejoice 

In that one harmony. 

It fills the noontide's calm profound, 

The sunset's heaven of gold; 
And the still midnight hears the sound, 

Ev'n as when first it roll'd. 

Let there^ ^tiilence, deep and strange. 

Where sceptred cities rose ! 
7%ou speak'st of One who doth not change— 

— So may our heafcts repose. ■* 
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CASABIANCA.* 

Thk boy stood on the burning deck, 

XVbence all but him had fled ; 
The flame that lit the battle's wreck, 

Shone roU&d hUn o'er the dead. 

Yet beautiful and bright he 8tood> 

As born to iiile the storm ; 
A creature of heroic blood, 

A proud, though child-like form. 

The flames rolPd on—he would not go, 

Without his father's word ; 
That father, faint in death below. 

His voice no longer beard. 

He caU'd aloud—" Say, father, say 

If yet my task is done ?" 
He knew not that the chieftain lay 

Unconscious of his son. 

«« Speak, Father P once again he cried, 

•» If 1 may yet be tone J** 
—And but the boommg shots replied, 

And &8t the flames rolled on. 

Upon hts brow he felt their breath, 
And in his waving hair ; - , , 

And look'd from that lone post of death, 
In still, yet brave despair. 

And shouted but once more aloud, 

** My father I must I stay ?" 
While o'er him fast, through sail and shroud. 

The wreathing fires made way. 



• Yoaog Casabiftuca, a boy about thirteen vcan oW. w" to the 
admiral of the Orient, remained at his post (m thebattle of the Wde.) 
after the ship had taken fire, and all the guns had been •Jandoned, 
and perished in the explwion of the vessel, when the flames bad t 
reached the powder, ] 
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Tfaer wrapt die ship in splendour wfld, 
Tfiejr caufiiit the flag on high. 

And Btreamxl above m gallant child, 
Like banners in the sky. 

There came a burst of thunder sound—* 
The bojr—- oh I where was he ? 

— AA of the winds that far around 
With fragments strewM the sea ! 

With mast, and hebn, and pennon £sur, 

That well had borne their part- 
But die noblest thine that penshM there, 
Was that yoong fiitfaful heart 



TH£ ABOPTED CHILD. 

^Wbv wouldst thou UsYe me, oh ! gentle child ? 
Thy home on die mountain is bleak and wild, 
A straw -rooTd cabin with lowlv wall — 
Mine is a fair and a pillared hall, 
WherMnany an image of marble gleams, 
And the sunshine of picture for ever stretai^s." 

" Oh f green is the turf where mv brothers play, 
ThrouA the long bright hours of the summer-day. 
They nnd the red cup-moss where they climb. 
And they chase the b^e o*er the scented thyme ; 
And the rocks where the heath-flower blooms they know- 
Lady, kind lady ! oh ! let me go." 

** Content thee, boy ! in my bower to dwell, 
Here are sweet sounds which thou lovest well \ 
Flutes on the air in the stilly noon. 
Harps whi ch the wandering breezes tune ; 
And the silvery wood-note of many a .bird. 
Whose vol ce was ne'er in thy mountains heard/* 

** My mother sines, at the twilight's &11, 
A soi^ of the hills far more sweet than all ; 
>She sings it under our own green tree. 
To the babe half slumbering on her knee; 
I dreamt last night of tlut music low-* 
I^ady, kind lady ! oh ! let me go." 
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•* Thy mother is gone from her cares to rest, 
She hath taken the babe on her quiet breast; 
Thou wouldst meet her footstep, my boy, no more, 
Nor bear her aoa^ at the cabin door. 
—Come thou with me to the vineyards nigh, 
And we *1 1 pluck the grapes of the richest dye/' 

•• Is my mother gcme from her home away f 

-~Bat I know that my brothers are there at play. 

I know they are gathering the fox-glove*8 bell, 

Or the long ihni4eaves by the sparkling well. 

Or theiy launch their boats where the bright streams flow-^ 

liady, kind lady ! oh ! let me go.** 

** Fair child ! thy brothers are wanderers now. 
They sport no more on the mountain's brow, 
They have left the fem by the spring's green side. 
And the streams where the foiry barks were tried. 
— Be thou at peace in thy brighter lot, 
For thy cabin-home is a lonely spot " 

** Are they ^one, all gone from the sonny hill ? (t^ 

— Bat the bird and the blue-fly rove o'er it still, ^^ 

And the red-deer bound in their gladness free. 
And the tarf is bent by the singing bee. 
And the waters leap, and the fresh winds blow- 
Lady, kind lady ! oh ! let me go." 



TH£ DEPARTED. 



-** Thou shall lie down 



With patriarchs of the infant world — with kines, 
The powerftd of the earth'— the wise, the good. 
Fair forms, and hoary seers of ag^es past. 
All in one mig^htj sepulchre,"— — Bryant. 

And shrink ye from the way 
To the spirit's distant shore ? 
Earth's mightiest men, in armed array. 
Are thither gone before. 

The warrior kings, whose banner 
Flew far as eagles fly. 
They are gone where swords avail thetn not, 
From the feast of victory. 
12* 
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And the seers who sat of yore 
By orient palm or wave. 
They haYe pess'd with all their starry lore- 
Can ye still fear the grave ? 

—We fear, w« fear .'—the sonshine 
1b joyoos to behold 
And we reck not of the buried kings, 
Or the awful seers of old. 

Te riuink !— the bards whose lays 
Have made yoor deep hearts bum, 
They have left the sun, and the voice of praise. 
For the land whence none retom : 

And the lovely, whose memorial 
Is the verse that cannot die. 
They too aie gone with their gk)rioos bloom, 
From the gaze of human eye. 

Would ye not join that throng 
Of the eartirs departed flowers, 
And the masters of the mighty song 
In their far and Modeless bowers ? i 

Those songs ape high and holy, 
But they vanqnidi not our fear ; 
Not from our path those flowers are gone— 
We fain would linger here ! 

Lingertben yet awhile* 

As the last leaves on the bough ! 
— Te have loved the gleam of many a smile 
That is taken from you now. 

Thera have been sweet singing voices 
In your walks that now are still ; 
There are seats left void in yisur earthly homes, 
Which none sg%in may fill. 

Soft eyes are seen no more 
That made spring-time in your heart ; 
Kindled and friends are gone before,— 
And ye still fear to part f 

—We (ear not now, we fear not ! 
Though the way through darimess bends ; 
Oar souls are stran|; to follow fftem. 
Our own haSim friends ! 



i 
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TH£ BR££Z£ FROM LAND. 



•" As when to them who SGiil 



Beyond the Cape of Hope, and now are past 

Mocambic, off at sea north-east wiods blow 

Sabe an odours from the spicy shore 

Of Araby the Blest; with sach delay 

VTell pleased they slack their course, and man^ aleagae, 

Cfaeer*d with the grateful smell, old Ocean smilea^' 

Paradise Lttt. 

Joy is upon the lonely seas, 

When Indian forests pour 
Forth to the billow and the breeze 

Their fragrance from the shore ; 
Joy when the soft air^s elowiog sigh 
fiearscHi the breath of Araby. 

Oh .' welcome are the winds that tell 

A wanderer of the deep 
Where far away the jasmines dwelU 

And where the myrrh-trees weep I 
Blessed, on the sounding surge and foam, 
Are tidings of the citron's home ! 



v^^ 



The sailor at the helm they meet, 

And hope his bosom stirs, 
>ringing, *midst the waves to greet 

The fair earth's messengers, 
That woo him, from the mournful main, 
Back to her glorious bowers again. 

They woo him, whispering lovelj tales 

Of many a flowing glade, 
And fount's bright gleam in island-vales 

Of golden-fruited shade; 
Across his lone ship's wake they bring 
A vision and a glow of spring ! 

And oh ! ye masters of the lay ! i 

Come not e'en thus your songs, 
That meet tts on life's weary way 

Amidst her toiling throngs ? 



140 to ONfi OF THE AUtOHR^S CHiLBRBN* 

ITes ! o^er (he spirit thus thej bear 
A cantent of celestial air ! 

Their power is from the brighter clime 

That ta oar birth hath part, 
Theilr tones are of the World which time 

Sears not within the heart; 
They tell as of the living light 
In its green plMes ever bright. 

They call us with a voice divine 

Back to our early love, 
Oar vows of youth at many a shrine 

Whence far and soon we rove : 
-•^Welcome, hiKh thought and holy strain, 
That make as Truth's and Heaven's again !* 



to ONlB OF THE AUTHOR'S CHILDltElV 

ON HIS BIRTHDAY, ^Tth AUGUST, 1835. 

Thou Wak'st from happy sleep to play 

With bounding heart, my boy ! 
^fine thee lies a lon^ bright day 

Of summer and of joy. 

Thou hast no heavy thought or dream 

To cloud thy fearless eye; — 
Long be it thus— life's early stream 

Should still reflect the sky. 

Vet tPb the cares of life lie dim 

On thy young spirit's wings, 
Now in thy mom forget not Him 

From wnom each pure thought springs! 

So in the onward vale of tears, 

Wbere'et thy path may be. 
When strength bath bow'd loevil years — 

Ht wtU remember thee. 

a—*——.— ■ 11 ■ I.I.I !■ ■ I 

^ WritteBtimnediat^y after reading the *« Remaikt oa the Cil*- 
vtAott Md Writinffi of Jf iltom" in the Cbriitiaa Euniner. 
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TO A YOUNGBR CHILD 

ON A SIMILAH OCCASION, 17th 8£PTXMBBB, 1825. 

'Whxbb Bucks the bee now ?•— Summer is flyiog, 
Leaves on the grass-plot faded are Iviog ; 
Violet9 are gone from the grassy dell, 
With the cowslip-cups, wte&re the faries dwell ; 
The roae from the garden hath pass'd away — 
Yet happy, fiur boy • is thy natal day. 

For love bids it welcome, the lore which hath sooiled 
Ever around thee, my gentle child .' 
Watching thy footsteps, and guarding thy bed. 
And pouring out jor on thy sunny head. 
RoseB may vanish, bnt this will stay-— 
Happy and bright is thy natal day. 



AN HOUR OF ROMAIfCE. 

Tbiri were thick leaves above me and around. 

And low sweet sighs, like those of childhood's sleep. 

Amidst their dimnMs, And a fiffiil »mud 

As of soft showers op water— dark and deep 

Lay the oak shadows o*er the turf, so still, 

Hmv seemM bnt pictured glooms-— a hidden rill, 

Made nmsic, such as haunts us in a dream, 

Under the fem-tufts ; and a tender gleam 

Of soft green light, as bv the glow-worm shed. 

Came pouring through the woven beech-boughs down, 

And steep*d the magic rage wherein I read 

Of royal chivalry and old renown, [ 

A tale of Palestine.*— Meanwhile the bee 

Swept past me with a tone of summer hours, 

A drowsy bugle, wafting thoughis of flowers, 

Bliie skies, and amber sunshine — brightly free, 



* The TaliiinAn~.Ta]e8of the Crusaders. 
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Shot g<Mri% like » hhj ja^elio bj; 
And a nraet voice of aonoir told the dell 
When nt die lone wood-p%eoo. 

Bat eie long. 
An ftene of these thiogs &ded, as the spell 
BraefluDg firom tbat b^ gorgeons tale, grew Strang 
Ob mj chainM soal— 'teru not the leaves I beard ; 
—A Sfriaa wind the lioD^baooer sarr'd, 
TWough its proud floating folds — 'twas not the brook, 
ffinmi; in secret tfaroogfa itsgrassj glen — 
A fnhT ditOl tmmpet of the Saracen 
PeaPd itom the desert's lonely heart, and shook 
llie btimii^ air.*— IJke cloads when winds are h^. 
O'er glittering sands flew steeds of Araby, 
And tents rose vp, and sadden lance and spear 
Flash*d where a fountain's diamond ware lay clear, 
Shadow'd by graceful palm-trees. — Then the ^out 
Of merry England's joy swelPd freely out, 
Sent through an Eastern heaven, whose glorious hne 
Ifnde shields dark mirrors to its dcptltt of blue ; 
And harps were therer— I heard their sounding strings, 
As the waste echoed to the mirth of kings. 

The bright masque faded— unto Ufe*s worn track 
What call*d me, from its flood of glory, back ^ 
'—A voice of happy childhood !— and they nass'd , 
Banner, and harp, and Paynim trampet*s olast*-* 
Tet might I scarce bewail the vision gone. 
My heart aoleiipt to Uittt eweeC laogbter's tone. 



BV£NIlfG PRAYER AT A OIRI<S» SCHOOL. 

•• No«r in tby youth beseech of Him, 
Who giveth, upbruding Dot, 
Tbat his light in thy heart become oot dim, 

Aod bis lore be uaforgot; 
Aed thy God, in the darkest of days, will be 
Oreeaness, and beauty, and strength to thee.*' 

Bernard Barton. 

H1T8B ! His a holy hour — the quiet room 
Seems like a temple, while voa soft lamp sheds 

A faiat and starry radiance, through the gloom 

And the sweet stillness, down on bright young headj?* 



EVENING PRAYER AT A OIRL's SCHOOl.* 14? 

With all their clost'ring locks, untouch'd by care, 
I And bowM, as flowers are bow'd with oight—in prayer* 

fi Gais on,— His lovely !— childhood^s lip and cheek, 
Mantling beneath its earnest brow of thought^ 

Gaze— yet what saest thou in those fair, and meek, 
And fragile things, as bat for sonshine wrought ? 

— ^Thou seest what grief must nurture for the Ayr 

What death must fstdiion for eteruity I 

Oh ! joyous creatures, that will sink to rest, 
Lrtghliy, when those pure orisons are done. 

As birds with slumber's honey-dew oppress'd, 
*Midst the dim folded leaves, at set of sun— 

I^ift np your hearts .'—though yet no sorrow lies 

Dark in the summer-heaven of those clear eyes ; 

Thouffh fresh within your breasts tb* untroubled springt 

Of hope make melody where'er ye tread ; 
And o'er your sleep bright shadows, from the wings 

Of spirits visiting but youth, be spread ; 
Yet in those fluie-lfte voices, minghng tow. 
Is woman's tendemass— *ow soon her wo ♦ 

Her lot is on you— silent tears to w«ep, ^ . , ^ 
And patient smiles to wear through su&rmg's hour. 

And sumless riches, from AflFection's deep. 
To pour on broken recd»— a wasted shower ! 

And to make idols, and to find them clay. 

And to bewail that worship— therefiwe |jray I 

Her lot is on you— to be found untired. 

Watching the stars out by the bed of pain. 
With a pale cheek, and yet a brow inspired. 

And a true heart of hope, though hope be vain, 
ISAeekiy to bear with wrong, to cheer decay, 
* And oh ! to kwe through all things— therefore pray I 

And take the thought of this palm ve/jper time. 
With its low murmuring sounds and silvery Hght, 

On through the dark days fading from their prime, 

As a sweejt dew to keep your souls from blight. 
Earth will foriake— oh ! happy to have g?wn ^ 
Th' unbroken heart's first fragrance unto Husvcn . 



144 THE INVOCATION. 

THE INVOCATION. 

WnntKI AFTBB THE OBATH OF A SMTIB-IS-LAW. 

AifSWBR me, burning stars of night ! 

Where is the spirit gone, 
That pMi the reach of himian sight. 

Even as a breesEe, hathflovra? 
—And the stars ans«rer'd m»— <' We roll 

In light and power on h%h. 
Bat, oTthe never-dying son]. 

Ask things that cannot die !^ 

Ob .' Dianj toned and chainless wind .' 

ThoQ art a wanderer free ; 
Tell me if thcu its place canst find. 

Far over mount and sea ? 
— ^And the wind murm^rM ija, roplji 

<' The bhie deep I have crossM, 
And met its barks and billows high, 

But not what thou hast lost f ** 

Ye clouds that gorgeously repose 

Around the setting sun. 
Answer .' have ve a nome for those 

Whose eCrthiy race is run ? 
The bright clouds answered—'' We depart, 

We vanish frwn the sl^ : 
Ask what is deathless in ihy heart 

For that which cannot die ! ** ' 

Speak, then thou voice of God within ! 

Thoa of the deep low tone ! 
Answer me through life's restless din, 

Where is the spirit flown ? 
—And the voice answered— ** Be thou still I 

Enough to know is given; . 
Clouds, winds, and stars their taA fulfil, 

Thine is to trust in Heaven ? 



AJKUmOVULL VXBOB0. 



G£RTRfTl>E» 



The Baron Ton der Wart, afl^utid, tfaoogh \% n beK«Ted uajottljb 

as an accomplice ia-tiie aM W Ii n ation of the £m^n>ir Albertt was 

bound alire on tiie wheel, and attended hj hiSi wife Qertrode 

tbrongbout bis last agonisinf nomentStwith the most heroic fideli^. 

Her own snfferinfS and those of her unfortuqate husband, are most 

affeetinglj described in a letter which she afterwards ad^ssed to 

a female friend, and which was published some years aco at Haar- 

]«m. in a book entitled •• GtfrtrudA Von der Wart i ift Fidelity ^to^ 

Dentb.** 

Hbk hands were cfosped, her dark eyet raited,. 

The breeie threw b^dc her hair ; 
Up to the fearful wheel she gased — 

All that she loved was there. 
The night was round her clear and cold, 

The holy heaven above ; 
Its pale stars watching to beholS 

The night of earthly love. 

(* And bid me not depart,'* she cried, 

** My Rtidolph I say net so! 
This is no time to quit thy side— 

Peace, peace * I cannot gOk 
Hath the world aught for us to fear 

When death is on thy brow ? 
Tlie world !--what means it ?— mirc is atis«*» 

I will not leare thee now i 

** I have been with thee in thine hobr 

Of glory and of bliss, 
Doubt not its memory's Iwing power 

To ttm»then me through this ! 
And though mine honioured love and tmei 

Bear on, bear nobly on • 
We have thi^blessed Heaven in view, 

Whose 4g9t shall soon be wot.'' 

toil. II. 13 
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And were not these high words to flow 

From Woman's breaking heart ? 
—Through all that night of bitterest woe 

She bore her loftj part; 
But <^ ' with such a freezing eye, 

With such a curdling cheek — 
Lover lore ! of mortal agcmyt 

Thou, only thou, shouldst speak ! 

The winds rose high—but with th^m rose 

Her voice, that he might hear ;— 
Perchance that dark hour brought repose 

To happy bosoms near: 
While she sat striving with despair 

Beside his tortured form, 
And pouring her deep soul in prayer 

Forth on the rushing storm. 

She wiped the death damps from his brow, 

Wih her pale hands and soft. 
Whose touch upon the lute chords low* 

Had stilled his heart so oft 
She spread her mantle o'er his breast. 

She bathed his lips with dew, 
And on his cheeks such kisses pressed. 

As Joy and Hope ne'er knew. 

Oh ! lovely a«B yc, Love and Faith, 

Enduring to the last ! 
She had her meed— one smile in Deaths 

And his worn spirit pawed. 
While even as o'er a martyr's grave, 

She knelt on that sad spot. 
And weeping, blessed the Qod who gave 

Strength to forsake it not ! 
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WiLJDLT and mournfully the Indiau drum 

On the deep dush of moonlight forest broke : — 
' Sing OS a death-song^ for thine hour is come.* 

So the red Warriors to their captives spolce. 
Still) and amidst those dusky forms alone, 

A youth, a ^ir-haired youth, orEogland stood, 
Like a king*s son ; though from his cheek had flowp 

The mantlinff crimson of the island-blood, 
And his pressed lips looked marble. Fiercely bright, 
And hign around him blazed the fires of night ; 
Rockii^ beneaUi the cedars to and fro 
As the wind passed, with a fitful glow 
Liehtiog the victim's tace : — but who could tell 
Orwhat within his secret heart befel, 
Known but to heaven that hour !~Perchance a thought 
Of his far home, then so inteusely wnwglit 
That its full image, pictured to his eye 
On the dark ground of mortal agony. 
Rose clear as day ! — ^And he might see the band 
Of his young sisters'wanderine hand in hand 
Where the htbumums drooped ; or happy binding 
Ttie jasmine, up the dooi's low pillars winding; 
Or, as the day mded on their gentle mirth. 
Gathering, with bntided hair, around the hearth 
Wbere sat their mother ;— ^aod that mothei's face 
Its grate sweet smile yet wearing in the place 
Where so it ever smiled !*^Percnance the prayer 
Learned at her knee came back on his despair; 
The blessing from her voice,. tiie veir tone 
Of her * Ciood-nighV might breathe from boyhood gone ! 
—he started and looked up :-*thick cypress boughs. 

Full of strange sound, waved o*er him darkly red 
In the broad stormy fire-light ; savage brows, 

With tall plumes crested and wild hues o'erspread, 
Girt him like feverish phantoms ; and pale stars 
Looked through the branches as through dungeon bars, 
Shedding no hope !-*He knew, he felt nis doom. 
Oh! what a tale to shadow with its gloom 
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Thftt happ7 ball in Eogland .'—Idle fear ! 

Woald the winds tell itf^who might dream or hear 

The secrets of the forests f Te the stake 

Their boand him ; and that proud voaog soldier strove 
His fattwr's spirit in his breast to wake, 

Trusting to die in silence ! — He the love 
Of many hearts !— the fondly-reared— the fair» 
Gladdening all eves to see !— And fettered there 
He stood beside his death-pyre, and the brand 
Ftomed ap to light it, in the ehieftian's hand ! 
•-<-He thought upon bis God. Hash I hark !— « cry 
Breaks on the stem and dead solemnity ! 
A step has pierced the rin^ ! Who (Hires intmde 
Oa the dark hunters m their vengeAd mood.' 
A gill— ayowig slight sirl <— a fi|wn-like child 
Of ^preen savannas and ttie leafy wild, 
Spnnging onaiariced till then, as some lone flower, 
Happj becante the sunshine is its dower ; 
TMom that knew how earlv tears are SiMd, 
For hen had mpnrqied the playmate bfotfaer dead* 

She had sat gazing on the victim long. 
Until Xhfi pity of her soul grew strong ; 
And, by its passion's deepening fetvwtr swayed, 
Even to the stake she rasbed,' and gently laid 
His bright bead on her bosom, and around 
His form her slender arms to ^ield it vMwad 
Like close Ltannet ; tlien raised tier glittering eye, 
And clear-toned voice that said-^* He shall not die !* 

— • He shall not die !*— th^ gloomy forest thrilled 

To that sweet sofind^ A sodden wonder fell 
On the fierce throng; a^fi heart and hand were stiiled^— 
Struck down, as Ipr the whisper of ^ sp^ll* 
They gaied--<ptheur diirk souls bofwed before the maid. 
She oTthe daucii^ step in woqd apd glade ! 
And as her cheek flushed through it^ olive hue. 
As her black tresses to the night wind ^ew. 
Something o^enoAStered them from that young mein — 
Something of heayen, in silence felt and seen ; 
Andseemmg, to their childlike faith, a token 
That the Gres^t Spirit by her voice had spoken. 

They loosed the bonds that held their captive's breath ; 
Fraoihis pale lips they took the cup of death ; 
They quenched the brand beneath the cypress tree— 
• Away,' they cried, « young stranger, thou art free,' 
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THE SPARTAN'S MARCH. 

*• The Spartans used not the trumpet in their mftreb into battle* 
says Thucjdides, because thejr wished not to excite the ra^ of their 
-warriors. Their cbarging-step wah made to the • Dorian mood of 
ilates and soft recorders.* The valour of the Spartan was too high- 
ly- tempered to require a stunnlof or rousing impulse. Hisspirit was 
like a steed too proud for the spur.** 

^ CAMPB ELL on the Elegiac Poetry of the Greeks. 

*TirA8 morn upon the Grecian hills. 

Where peajsants dressed the vines, 
Sunlight was on Citheeron's riils, 
Arcadians rocks ^d pines. 

And brightly, through the reeds and flowers, 

EuTotas wandered by, 
When a sound arose from Spartans towers 

Of solemn tiarmony. 

Was it the' hunters* choral strain 

To the woodland 'goddess poured ^ 

Did virgin-hands in Pallas* fame 
Strike the fulUsouoding chord ? 

But helms were glancing on the stream, 

Spears ranged in close array, 
And shields flung back a glorious beam 

To the mom of a fearful day ! 

And the mountain-echoes of the land 
Swelled through the deep-blue sky, 

While to soft strains moved forth a band 
Of men that moved to die. 

They marched not with the trumpet's blast, 

Nor bade the horn pei\l out. 
And the laurel-groves, as on they passed. 

Rang with no battle-shout ! 

They asked no clarion's voice to fire 

Their souls with an impulse high ; 
But the Dorian reed and l^partan lyre 

For the sont of Liberty I i 

13* 



]50 THE 6IUVES OF MARTYRS. 

And still sweet Antes, their path anmad, 
Scot forth Eolian breath ; 

They needed not a sterner sound 
'To naanbaU them for death ! 

So moved they calmly to their field, 

Then<» never to retom, 
Save bcariBS back the Spartan stueld, . 

Or on it proudly bonie I 



TH£ GRATES OF MARTYRSU 



The kings of old have shrine and tomb, 
Jn many a minister's haoghty gloom ; 
And green along the ocean side. 
The mounds arise wliere heroes died; 
But show me, oo thy flowery breast. 
Earth ! ivhere thy naipeless Martyrs rest ! 

Ten thousands, that uncheered by praise. 

Have made one ofiaring of their days ; 

For Truth, for Heaven, from Freedom's sake, 

Resigned, the bitter cup to take, 

And silently, in fearless faith. 

Bowing their noble souls to death. 

Where sleep they, Earth? — by no proud stone 
Their narrow coucli of rest is known, 
The still sad glory of their name, 
Hallows no mountain unto Fame, 
No~>not a tree the record bears 
Of their deep thoughts and lonely prayers. 

T^ haply all round lie strewjcd 
The ashes of that multitude ; 
It m^y be that we each day tread 
Where thus devoted hearts have bled. 
And the young flowers our children sow, 
Take root in holy duit helofr^ 



TH£ BRIOAKD LEADER AND HIS WIFE. 15J 

Oh ! that the many rastlioe Teaves 

Which round our homes the suimner wea?e8, 

Or that the streams, in whose gUd ▼oice 

Our own familiar paths rejoice. 

Might whisper through the starry sky 

To tell where those blest slombeiers lie ! 

Would not our inmost hearts be stilled 
With knowledogi^ of their presence filled, 
And by its breathings taught to prize 
The meekness of self-sacrifice ? 
— But the old woods and soundii^ waves 
Are silent as those humble graves. 

Yet what if no light fix»tstep there 
In pilgrim love and awe repair ! 
So let it be !— like Him, whose clay 
Deep buried by his Maker lay. 
They sleep in secret, but their sod. 
Unknown to man, is marked of God. 



THS BRIGAND I^EADER AND HIS WIFE. 

Dark chieftain of the heath and height ! 
Wild feaster on the hills by night ! 
Seest thou the stormy sunset's gldw. 
Flung back by glancing spears below ? 
Now for one strife of stern despair ! 
The foe hath track*d thee to thy lair. 

Thou, against whom the voice <tf blood, 
Hath risen from rock and lonely wood. 
And in whose dreams a moan sboold be, 
Not of the water, nor the tree ; 
Haply thine own last hoar is nigh, 
Tet thou shajt not forsaken die. 

There's one, that pale beside thee stands, 
More true than all thy mountain bands ! 
She will not shrink in doubt and dread, 
When the balls whistle round thy h«ad ; 
Nor leave thee, though thy closing eye, 
No longer mty (o ber*8 reply. 



152 TBB PALM TREE. 



n 



Ob ! ammj m soft and quiet f;nce 
Halh fikded from her soul and face ; 
And mmnj a thought, a fitting guest, 
Of womao's wueek rel^kms breast. 
Hath perished, in her wanderings wide» 
Throogh the deep forests, by thy side. 

Tet, moanifolly surviving all, 

A flower upon a rain*s wall, 

A friendless thii^, whose (ot Is cast, 

Of lovely ones to be the last ; 

Sad, but undiaoged through good and ill, 

Thine is her lone devotion still. 

And, oh ! not wholly lost the heart. 
Where that uodyine love hath part ; 
Not worthless all, though far and long 
From home estrai^ed, and guided tvrpng : 
Yet may its depths by heaven be stirred. 
Its prayer for tnee be pourM and beard. 



TH£ PAUMt TREE. 

>Has his heart forgoU so far away. 



Tbose native scenes—those rocks and torrents graj ; 

The tall bananas whispering to the breexe \ 

Ttie shores— the sound of tbose encircling seas 

Heard fiom his infant days^-^uid the piled heap 

Of holy stones, where his forefathers sleep. Bowles. 

I 

It waved not through an eastern sky, 
Beside a fount of Araby ; 
It was not ftuined by sdnthem breeze, 
In sonie green isle of India seas ; 
Nor did its graceful shadow sleep 
0*er stream of Afric, lone and deep. 

Bat fair the exiled palm tree grew, 

'Midst foliage of no kindred hoe ; 

Through ttw laburnum's dropping gold | 

Uprose the stem of orient mould. 

And Europe's violets, faintly sweet, | 

Purpled the moss-beds at his-feet. 

Strange looked it there ! — the willows streamed -*, 

When silvery waters near it gleamed ; 
Th« linM*bough lured the honey bee 



THE PALM TREE. 153 

To muraiur by the Detert's tree ; 
And showers of snowy roses made 
A lustre ia its fan-like shade. 

There came an eve of festal hours — 
Rich music filled that garden's bowers ; 
Lamps, that from flowering branchea hung, 
On sparks of dew soft colours flung ; 
And bright forms glanced — a fairy show*- 
Under the blessoms to and fro. 

But one, a lone one, Amidst the throng, 
Seemed redcless all of dance or song : 
He was a youth of dusky mien, 
Whereon the Indian sun had been ; 
Of crested brow, and long black hfur— < 
A stranger, like the Fahn tree, there. 

And slowly, sadly, moved his plumes, 
Glittering athwart the leafy clooms : 
He passed the pale green ohves by. 
Nor won the cbesnnt flowers his eye ; 
fittt when to that sole Palm he came, 
Then shot a rapture through his frame ! 

To him, to him, it rustling spoke. 
The silence of his soul it broke ! 
It whispered of its own bright isle. 
That lit the ocean with a smile ; 
Aye, to his ear that native tone 
tiad something of the sea-wave's moan '. 

Hb mother's cabin-home that lay 
Where featheiy cocoas fringed the bay ; 
The dashing of his brethren's oar ; 
The conch's wild note along the shore ; 
All, through his wakening bosom swept ; 
He clasped his country's tree and wept^ 

Oh ! scorn him not !— the strength, whereby 
The patriot girds himself to die — 
Th' unconquerable power which fills 
The freeman, battling on bis hills-— 
These have one fountain, deep and clear, — 
The same whence gushed that child-like tear ! 



* Tbisinciaentis, Itbiak, recorded by Da Lille, iu his poem of 
LeJardini." 
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THJB DIAI. OF FLOWERS. 

«• This dial wu, I believe, formed by LinoflBus, and marked the 
boon by the opening and closing, at regular intervals, of the flow- 
ers arranged in it*' 

*TwAB a lovely thoagbt to mark the hours. 

As they floated in light away, 
By the opening of the folding flowers 

That langh to the sommer's day. 

Thus had each moment its own rich hue 

And its graceful cup br bell, 
In whose coloured vase, might sleep the dew« 

Like a peui in ocean shell. 

To such sweet sigpns might the time have flowed 

In golden current on, 
£ce fitHD the garden, man*s first abode. 

The glorious guests were gone. 

So might the da^s have been brightly told— 

Those days of son? and dreams - 
When shepherds gaUiered their flocks of old, 

By the blue Arcadian streams. 

So in those isles of delight, that rest 

Far off in a breezeless main. 
Which many a bark, with a weary guest, 

Hath sought, but stUl in vain. 

Yet is not life, in its real flight. 

Marked thus — even thus— >on earth. 
By the clonng of one hoiie*s delight, 

And another's, -gentle birth f 

Oh ! let us live, so that flower by flower, 

Shutting in turn, may leave 
A lingerer still for the sunset hour, 

A charm for the shaded eve. 



THE PARTING SHIP. 155 



THJB PARTING SHIP. 



** A flittering ship that hatb the plain 

*• Of ocean for her own domain." Wwdraorth, 



Go in thy glorv o*er the ancient Sea, 

Take with thee gentle winds thy sailf to swell ; 

Sunshine and joy upon thy streamera be — 
Fare thee well, bark, farewell ! 

Proudly the flashing: billow thou hast cleft, 

The Dfeeze yti follows thee with cheer and song ; 

Who now of storms hath dream or memory left ? 
And yet the deep is strong ! 

But so thou triumphing, while still the smiles 
Of summer tremble on the water's breast ! 

Thou Shalt be ereeted by a thousand isles, 
In lone, wildbeaaty drest. 

To thee a welcome, breathing o'sir ^ tide, 
The genii groves of Araby shall pour ; , 

Waves that unfiald the pearl, shall bathe thy side. 
On the old Indian shore. 

Oft shall the shadow of the palm tree lie 
O'er glassy bavs wherein thy sails are furled. 

And its leaves whisper, as the wind sweeps by. 
Tales of the elder world. 

Oft shall the burning stars of southern skies, 
On the mid'Ocean see ^ee chained in sleep, 

A lonely home for human thoughts and ties, 
Between the heavens and deep ! 

Blue seat that roll on sorgeous coasts renowned, 
J^ night riiall spariue where thy prow makes way ; 

Strange creatures of the abyss that none may sound, 
In tny broad wake shall play. 

From hills unknown, in mingled joy and fear. 

Free dusky tribes shall pour, thy flag to mark ;— 
Blessings go with thee on thy lone career ' 
. Hail, and farewell, thou bark i 
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A long farewell ! — Thou wilt not bring: tisbeck 
All whom thoa bearest far from home and hearth, 

Many are thine whose steps no more shall track 
Tneir own sweet native earth ! 

Some wilt thoa leave beneath the plantain's shade « 
Where through the foliage Indian suns look bright ; 

Some in the snows of wintry regions laid, 
By the cold nortfaleia light : 

And some fiir down below the sounding wave — 

Still shall they lie, though tempests o'er them 8l?eep ; 

Never may flower be strown above their grave, 
Never may sister weep ! 

And though — the billow's queen — even thy proud ibcni. 
On our glad si^ht no more perchance may swell ; 

Let God alilre is m the calm and storm-— 
Fare thee well, bark! farewell! 



THE PENITENT^S OFFERING. 

[St. Luke vli. 37. 38.] 

Thou, that with pallid cheek, 
And eves in sadness meek. 

And faded locks that humbly swept the ground. 
From their long wandermgs won. 
Before the AlNhealing Son, 

Didst bow thee to the earth, oh lost and found ! 

When thou would st bathe his feet. 

With odours richly sweet. 
And many a shower of woman's burning tears, 

And dry them with that hair. 

Brought low the dost to wear 
From the crowded beauty of its festal year. 

Did he reject thee then. 

While the sharp scorn of men 
On thy once bright and stately head was cast ? 

No, from the SaTiour^s mlen,{ 

A solemn light serene, 
Bore to thy soul the peace of God at last ! 
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For thee, th«ir smiVet no more 

Familiar faces wore, 
YoiceS} ODce kind, had learned Ibe straoeerH tone, 

Who raised Ibee up, and bound 

Thy silent spirit*8 wound ? 
Hiy from all guilt the sUialess, He alone ! 

But which, oh errine child ! 

Fipm home so long beguiled. 
Which of thine offerings won those words of Heavenf 
, That o*ep the bruised reed 

Ccmdenuied of earth to bleed, 
In music passed* '* Thy sins are all forgifen V* 

Was it that perfume fraught 

With balm and incense brought 
From the sweet woods of Araby the blest ? 

Or that fast flowing raia 
^"Of tears, which not in v«in 
To Hm who sooroed not tears, thy woes confesMd ? 

No, not by these restored 

Unto thy Father's board. 
Thy peace, that kindled joy in Heaven was made ; 

But costlier in his eyes, 

By that best sacrifice, 
Thy heart, thy full deep heart befi;>re Him laid. 



THE IMAGE OF JDAVA.* 

Thou thing of years departed ! 

What ages have gone by. 
Since here the mournful seal was set 

By Love and Agony .' 

Temple and tower have moulder*d, 
Elmpires from earth have pasted — 

And woman's heart hath left a trace 
Those glories to outlast I 



* The impression of «i woroaD*sfontt» with an infant clasped to her 
bosom, found attiie first ancovering of Pompeii. 
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V 

And childhood's fragile image 
Thus fearfolly enshrined, 

Sunrives the fond memorials raised 
By conquerors of mankind .' 

Babe ! wert thon calmly slumbering 
Upon thy mother's breast^ 

When suddenly the fiery tomb 
Shut round each gentle guest f 

^ strange dark fate overtook you. 

Fair babe and loving heart ! 
One moment of a thousand pangs — 

Tet better than to part ! 

Haply of that fond bosom 
On ashes here impress'd, 

Thou wert the only treasure, child I 
Whereon a hope might rest. 

Perchance all vainly lavishM 
Its other love had been, . 

And when it trusted, nought remain'd 
But thorns whereon to lean ! 

Far better then to perish, 
Thy form within its clasp, 

Than live and lose thee, precious one ! 
From that impassion*d grasp ! 

Oh I I could pass all relics . 

Left, by the pomps of old, 
Togaze on this rude monument, 

C&st in affection's mould ! 

Love, human love ! what art thou? 

Thy print upon the dust 
Outlives the cities of renown. 

Wherein the mighty trust ! 

Immortalt oh ! immortal. 
Thou art, whose earthly glow 

Hath given these ashes holiness—- 
It must, it mi»< be so! 
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THE WORI.D IN THE OPEN AIR. 

•• I have learned 

To look oa Nature, not as in the boar 
Of tfaourbtlesB joiitb — but hearing oftentimes • 
The stiu, sad music of humanity. 
Not harsh nor crating, though of ample power 
To chasten And subdue;' * 

WordiXBorth. 

<:;oMB, while in frashness and dew it Ues, 
To the world that is under the free blue skies ! 
licave ye man's home, and foi^et his caie — 
There breathes no sigh on the dajspring's air. 

Come to the woods in whose moss? dells, 
A light all made for the poet dwells ; 
A li^t, coloured softly bj tender leaves, 
^Whence the primrose a mellower glow receives. 

r 

Tlie stock-doye is there in the beechen tree, 
And the lulling tone of the honey-bee ; 
And the voice of cool waters mid featheiy fern, 
Shedding sweet sounds from some hidden urn. 

Tliere is life, there is jouth, there is.tameless mirth, 
Where the streams, with the lilies they wear, have birth ; 
There is peace where the alders are whispering low ; 
Come from man's dwellings, with all their wo ! 

Tes ! we will come— we will leave behind 
The homes and the sorrows of human kind ; 
It is well to rove where the river leads 
His bright blue vein along sunnj meads. 

It is well throueh the rich wild woods to ffo,' 
And to pierce ue haunts of the fawn ana doe ; 
And to hear the pushing of gentle springs, 
"When the heart has been fretted by worldly stings ; 

And to watch the colours that flit and pass 
"With insect wings through the wavy grass ; 
And the silvery gleams o'er the ash tree's bark. 
Bone in with the breeze through the foliage dark. 
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JofOOB and far shall oar wanderings be, 
As the flight of birds o*er the glittering sea ; 
To the woods, to the dingles where violets blowt 
We will bear no memeiy of earthly wo. 

Bot if by the forest brook we meet ' 

A line like the nathway <sf former feet ; 
If midst the huls, in some lonely spot. 
We reach ihe grey ruins of tower or cot ; 

If the cell where a hermit of old hatfi prayed^ 
Lift up its cross through the solemn shade ; 
Or if some nook where the wild flowers wave. 
Bear token sad of a mortal grave, — 

Doubt not but there will our steps be sta yed. 
There our quick spirits awhile delayed ; 
There will thought fix our impatient eyes, 
And win back our hearts to their sympttbies. 

For what though the mountain and skies be &ir. 
Steeped in the soft hues of the summer air,— 
*Tis the soul of man, by its hopes and dreams. 
That lights up all nature with Uvii^ gleams. ' 

Where it hath suflered and nobly striven. 
Where it hath poured forth its vows to heaven. 
Where to repose it hath brightly past. 
O'er the gffsen earth there is glory cast. 

And by that soul amidst groves and rills. 
And flocks ibat feed on a thousand hills, 
Birds of the forest, and flowers of the sod. 
We, only toe, may be linked to God ! , 



1 



TROUBADOUR SONG.~THE CAPTITB 

KNIGHT. 

'TwAS a trurapeCs pealing sound ! 
And the Knight iook'd down from the Paynim^s tower, 
Aod a Christian host, in its pride and power, 

Through the pass beneath him wound, 
se awhile, clarion I clarion wild and shrill, 
B ! let them hear the captive's voice,^-be still I 
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'* I knew 'twas a trumpet's note ! 
And I see my brethren's lances gleam, 
And their pennon wave, by the mountain's stream, 

And their plumes to the elad wind float ! 
Cease awhile clarion ! clarion wild and shrill. 
Cease ! let them hear the captive's voice, — ^be still ! 

" I am here, with my heavy chain ! 
And I look on a torrent, sweeping by. 
And an eagle, rushing in the sky, 

And a host to its battle plain ! 
Cease awhile clarion ! clarion wUd and shrill. 
Cease I let them hear the captive's voicer— be still ! 

** Must I pine in my fetters here ! 
With the wild wave's foam, and the free bird's flight, 
And the tall spears glancing on my sight. 

And the trumpet in mine ear ? 
Cease awhile clarion ! clarion wild and shrill. 
Cease •' let them hear the captive's voice, — be still ! ~ 

" They are eone ! they have all pass'd by ! 
Tbey in whose wars I have borne my part. 
They that I loved with a brother's heart, 

Thev have left me here to die ? 
Sound again clarion ! clarion, pour thy blast, 
Sound ! for the captive's dream of hope is past I" 



THE BRIDE'S FAREWELL. 

Whv do I weep f — to leave the Tine, 

Whose clusters o'er' me bfend. 
The myrtle— yet, O, call it mine I 

The flowers I love to tend : 
•—A thousand thoughts of all things dear, 

Like shadows o'er me sweep, 
I leave my sunny childhood here, 

— Oh, therefore, let me weep ! . 

I leave thee, sbter !— we have play'd 

Through many a joyous hour, 
'When the silvery green of the olive shade 
Hung dim o'er the fount and the bower ! 

14» 
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I>o«ni the moon-lit aides he paced alcNie, 

With a free and statdy tread, 
Jkod the floor gave back a muffled tone 

Ffom the coaches of the dead : 
The silent many that round him laj 

The crowned and helmed that were. 
The ^ughty chiefs of the war-array — • 

Each in his sepulchre ! 

Bat BO dim warning of Time or Fate 

That youth's flushed bopi^ could cbill« 
He moved through trodhiet oC buried state 

With each proud piiose thiobbii^ still. 
He heard, as the wind throuj^ the chancel song, 

A swell of the trumpet's breath, 
He looked to the banners on high that hung, 

And not to the dust beneath. 

And a royal masque of splendour Seemed 

Before him to unfold, 
Tlnoitt^h the solema arches on it streamed, 

Wim many a gleam of gold ; 
Hiere were crested Knight and gorgeous Dame, 

Glittering athwart the gloom. 
And he followed till his bold step came 

To his Warrior-Father's tomb. 

But there the still and shadowy night 

Of the monumental stone. 
And the holy sl^ep of the soft lamp's light, 

That over its quiet shone. 
And the image i>f that sire who died 

In his noon-day of renown — 
These had a power unto which the pride 

Q[ fiery Uie bowed down. 

And a spirit from his early years 

Came back o'er his thoughts to movet 
Till his eye was filled with ro^mon's tears. 

And his heart with childhood's foYe ! 
And he looked, with a change in his softeaing glancei 

To the armour' o'er the graVe, 
For there they hung, the riiield and taooe, 

And the gauntlet of the brave. 

And the sword of many a field was theref 

With its cross for the hour of need. 
When the Knight's bold war-ay hath flunk m prayer. 

And the spear is a broken reed ! 
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—Hush .* did a breeze through the armour sigh ? 

Did the folds of the banner shake? 
Not so !•— frqpi the tomb's daii mystery 

There seemed a voice to break I 

He had heard that voice' bid clarions blow. 

He had caught its last blessing's breath-— 
'Tnras the same ! but its awful sweetness now 

Had an undertone of Death ! 
And it said,—** The sword hath conquered kings. 

And the spear through realms hath passed, 
But the cross alone, of all these things, 

Might avail me at the last." 



THE LAST TREE OF THE FOREST, 



Whispib, thou Tree, thou lonely Tree, 

One, where a thousand stood ! 
Well might proud tales be told by thee, 

Last of the solemn Wood ! 

Dwells there no voice amidst thy boughs, 

With leaves jet darkly green i 
Stillness is round, and nxwntide glows — ' i 

Tell us what thou hast seen. 

"I have seen the forest- shadows lie J 

Where now men leap the com ; ^ 

I have seen the kingly chase rush by, . 

Through the deep glades at mom. ' 

** With the'glance of many a gallant spear, 

And the wave of many a plume. 
And the bounding of a hundred deer 

It hath litnlhe woodland's gloom. 

" I have seen the knight and bis train ride past ' 

With his banner borne on high ; > 

Cer all jmy leaves there was brightness cast ■ } 

From his gleaniiDg panoply. I 
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The |Mlgrim at my feet liath laid 
If^B pam-branch 'midst the fiowers, 
AatHold bis beads, and meekly pra|t'd, 
Kneeling at Vesper-hoars. 

" And the many men of wild and glen, 

In the green arraj they woie. 
Have feasted here with tne'rad wine^s cfaetr, 

'And the hunter*8 M»g, of yore. 

** And tile ininstpel, restujg; n ray shade. 

Hath made tlie forest ring 
With the loKlly tales of the high Cmnde, 

Once loved by chief and king. 

*' But now the noble Ibnns are JOM, 

That walk'd the earth of old : 
The soft wind hath a nxmrnftd tone, 

The sunny light looks cdd. 

*' There is no glory left as now, 
Like the glory with the dead :— 

I wodd that where they slumber hiw. 
My latest leaves were shed/' 

Oh ! thoa dark Tree, thou lonely Tree^ 

That moiimest for the Past ! 
A peasant's hon^ in diy shades I see* 

EmbowerM from every blast. 

A lovely and a mirthful sound 

Of laughter meets mine ear. 
For the poor man's children sport anxud 

On the turf with nought to lear. 

And roses lend that cabin's wall 

A happy sununer^g^w ; 
And the open door stands free to all, 

For it recks not of a Ibe. 

And the village-bells are on the breeze 
That stirs thy leaf, dait Tree !~ 

How can I mourn, amidst things like these, 
For the stormy Fiast with thee f 
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TH£ QUEEN OF PRUSSIA'S TOMB* 

«• Coun^ was cast i|bout her like a dress 

Of Bolemn comeliness; 
A rathered mind and an untroubled face 

Did give her dangers grace.*' 

It stands wtieie aorthern willows weep 

A temple fair and lone ; 
Soft shadows o*er its marble sweep. 

From cypress branches thrown ; 
While silently around it spread, 
Thoa feel'st the presence of the. dead. 

And what within is richly shrined ? — ' 

A sculptured woman's form, 
Lovely in perfect rest reclined, 

As one beyond the stonn ; 
Yet not of death, but slumber, lies 
The solemn sweetness on those ejes. 

The folded hands, the calm pore fiice, 

The mantle's quiet flow. 
The gentle, yet majestic grace, 

Throned op the matron brow : 
These, in that scene of tender gloom, 
With a still gloiy robe the tombl ' 

There stands an eagle, at the feet 

Of the fair image wrought — 
A kingly emblem — ^nor unmeet 

To wake vet deeper thought : I 

She, whose high heart finds rest below, I 

Was royal in her birth and wa 

i 

There are pale garlands hung above 

Of dying scent and hue ; 
She was a mother— in her love 

How sorrowfully true - 
Oh ! hallowed long be every leaf, ^ 

The recoil of her children's grief! ^ 

She saw their Inrthrieht's warricMT-crown ! 

Of olden glonr spoiled — j 

The standara of their sires bore downr- "^ 

The shield's br%ht blazon soiled: I 
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She met the tempest meekly brave, 
Then turned, o'erweaned, to the grave. 

She slumbered ; but it came—* it came, 

Her land's redeeming hour. 
With the glad shout and signal-flame. 
Sent on from tower to tower : \ 
. Fast through the land a spirit moved— 
*Twa8 ber's, the lofty and the loved. 

Then waa her name a word that rung 

To rouse bold hearts from sleep ; 
Her memory, as a banner flung 

Forth by the Baltic deep ; 
Hergrief, a bitter vial poured 
To sanctify the Avenger's sword. 

And th<s proud eagle spread- again 

Its pinion to the sun ; 
And the strong land shook off its chain — 

So was the triumph won •' 
But wo for earth I where Sorrovi(|s tone 
Still blends with Victory's — she was gone ! 



THE DESERTED HOUSE. 

Gloom is upon thy lonely hearth, 
O silent house I once fiU'd with mirth ; 
Sorrow is in the breezy sound 
Of thy all poplars whispering round. 

The shadow of departed hours 
Hangs dim upon thine early flowers > 
Even in thy sunshine seems to brood 
Somethiog more deep than solitude. 

Fair art thou, fair to stranger's gaze. 
Mine own sweet home of other days ! 
M^ children's birth-place ! yet, forme, 
It 18 too much to look on thee ! 
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Too Quoh t for tf U aboot thee spread, 
I fe^the inemofy of the dead, 
And ahnost Uoger lor the feet 
That never more my step shall meet 

The looks, the smiles, all vani^M noTT, 
Folbw me where thy roses blew ; 
The echoes of kind household words 
Are with me midst thy singiog'birds; 

Till my heart dies, it dies away 
In yearnings for what might not' stay ; 
For love which ne'er deceived thy trust, 
For all which went with " dust to dus( ! 

What now is left me but to raise 
From thee, bm spot ! my spidt's gaze. 
To lift, throueh tears, my straining eye, 
Up to my Famer's house on high ? 

Oh, man^ are the mansions ther^,^ 
But not in^e ha^ nrief a. share ! 
No haunting shades from things ^oae by 
IVI^y there o'ersweep th* unchanging sky. 

And they are there, whose Iong-lov*d mien 
In earthhr home no more is seen ; 
Whose places, where they smiling sate. 
Are left unto us desolate. , 

We miss them when the board is spread, 
We miis them when the prayer is said. 
Upon our dreams their dymg eyes 
In still and mournful fixidness rise. 

But Qiej are where ^ese lougings yain 
Trouble no more the^eart and brain ; 
The sadness of this ^ching love 
Dims not our Father's house above. 

Ye fltfe at rest, and I in tears.t 
Ye dwellers of immortal spheres ! 
Under Ae poplar boughs I stand. 
And monm the broken household band. 



• •• la my Fathec>8 house are many mamions."— See John. cbap. 
sir. 

t Fronen aneieAt-Hebrew dirge, " HonrD for the moamer, and 
net for the dead ; for he is at rest and we in tears.*' 
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But by your life of lowly fiutb, 
A nd by your joyful hope in death* 
Guide me till on some brigphter diore. 
The 8eTer>d wreath is bound once moi«« 

Hdy ye were, and good and true ! 
No change can cbud my thoughts of you; 
Guide me like yon to live and die. 
And reach my Father^s house on high ! 



THfi SISTER'S DRJBAM. 

^"iLf^^^Fjr^"* n<« *e free and sonny sleep 
That Bghtly on the brow of childhood lies ; 

l^ough happy be her rest, and soft and deep, 
let, ero it sank upon her shadow'd eyes, 

Thoughts of past scenes aqd kindred grares o'erswept 

Her sours meek stillness-Hshe had pmyed and wept. 

And now in visions to her couch they come, 
TTie early lost— the beautiful -the dead— 

T^unto her beqneath'd a moomful home, 
l/vhence with their voices all sweet laughter fled: 

Thw rise— the sisters of her youth arise, 

Asfiom the woHd where no fiail blossom dies. 

And well the sleeper knows them not of earth— 

JBrwding their long &ir hair for festal hours ;— 
1 Bcse thipa are past x^-fl-spirimal^leam : 
A solemn gtoi7« fobes them in that dream. 

Tet, if the gleelof lif^ fresh bodding years 
in those pure aspects may nomorebe read, 

*«g£e, too, hath sorrow melted— and the tears 
WMch o'er Aefaf iiirther»i hoty dnstthey shed. 

Aw all ^^d;pHhere ««tfa hath left no sign, 

«tte Its deep love, itSl tettcbiur mey line7 
^OL. II. ig 
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Bat oh, mora soft, more tender, breathing more 
A thought of pity than in FanishM days ; 

"While hov'ring silentiir and brightly o^er 
The lone one's head, they meet her spirits gaze 

With their immortal eyes, they seem to say, 

** Yet sister! yet we love thee— ^»me away !" 

*T#tll fade, the rsidiant dream I and will she not 
Wake with more painfiil yearning at her heart ? 

Will not her home seem yet a loneher spot, 
Her task more sad, when those bright shadows part ? 

And the green sommer after them look dim. 

And sorrow's tone be in the bird's wild hymn ? 

But let her hope be strong, and let the dead 
Visit her soul in heaven's calm beauty still ; 

Be their names tttter'd, be their memory spread. 
Yet round the plate they nevejMnore may fill ! 

All is not over with earfn^bHMnSe — 

Where, where sboald sisters love, if not on high • 



THE FOUNTAIN OF MARAH. 



" And when they cam6 to Marab, they eonld not drink of the wa- 
ters of MwrmJit for they were bhter. 

(•And the people maimiired agtiaat Mbsest saying, Whatshall 
we drink I 

** And he eried uatothe Lord ; and the Lerd shewed him a tree, 
which, when he had cast iato the waters* the waters were made 
sweet**— Ezod. zv. 2S*36. 

Whsri is the tree the prophet threw. 

Into the bitter waver 
Left it no scion where it grew. 

The thirsty soul to save? 

Hath natuM lott the hidden power, 

Its precioaa fdiage shed f 
Is there no distant eastern bower. 

With such tweet leaves o^enpread ? 
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Nar, wherefore ask ? — since gifts are oars, 

Which yet may well imbue, 
Earth^s many troubled founts with showers 

Of heaven's own balmy dew. 

Oh ! mingled with the cup of g;ricf, 

Let faith's deep spirit be, 
And every prayer snail win a leaf, 

From that blest healing tree ! 



THE MEMORIAL PIXLAR. 

Hast thou through Eden** wild wood vales pursued 
Each moaotain-sceiie magnificently rode, 
Nor with attenlion** lifted eye revered, 
That modest stone which pious Pembroke reared, 
Which still records, beyond the Pencirs power. 
The silent sorrows of a parting hoar. 

PUaturtt of Mnnoiy, 

MoTHBR and child ! whose blending tears 

H^ve sanctified the place, 
Where to the love of many years 

Was given oae last embrace ; 
O ! ye have set a spell of power 
Deep in the records of diat hour ; 

A spell to awaken solemn thought, 

A still small under tone, 
ThatcallM back days of childhood, fraught 

With many a treasure gone ; 
And smites, perchance, the bidden source, 
Though long untroubled, of remorse. 

For who that gazes on the stone 

Which marks your parting snot. 
Who but a mother's love hath known^ 

The one love changing not ? 
Alas! and haply leamea its worth, 
First with the sound of ** earth to earth ? *' 

Bnt thou, true hearted daughter I thou 

0*er whose bright honoured bead 
Blessings and tears of holiest iQow 

Even here were fondly shed ; 
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Thoo Cram tiie putbn of fhy srief 
In its fall tide oouldst dnw relief. 

For oh! thougli puofiil be the excess. 
The mi^t wherewith it swells, 

Id natore's fount no bitterness 
Of Nature's mingling dwells. 

And thon badst not, by vrtooK or nride, 

Poisoned the free and healtbmi tiae. 

Bat didst thoa meet flie face no more 
Which thy young heart first knew ? 

And all — ^was all in this world o*er 
With ties thus cloie and tme f 

It was ; on earth no other eye 

Could give thee back, thine m&ncy. 

H Ifo other Toice conld pierce die maze 
Where deep within thy breast. 
The sounds and dr^ms of other days 

With memory lav at rest ; 
No other smile to thee could brine 
A gladdening^ like the breath of Spring. 

Yet while thy place of weapioig still 

Its lone memorial keeps, 
While on thy name, miost wood and hill, 

The quiet sunshine sleeps. 
And touches, in each graven line, 
Of reverential thooght a sign ; 

Can I, while yet these tokens wear 

The impress of the dead. 
Think of me love embodied there. 

As of a vision fled ? 
A perished thug, the joy and flower 
And glory of an eartUy hour ? 

Not so ! — ^I will not bow me so 
To thoughts that breathe despair ; 

A loftier foith we need below. 
Life's &rewell words to bear '. 

Mother and duld ! — your tears are past— 

Sorely yoar hearts have met at last - 
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TH£ STRAHTG^R'S HEART. 



The straager*8 heart ! ob, wound it not ! 
A yearning; anguish is its lot ;- 
In the gteeu shadow of thy tree 
The stranger finds no rest with thee. 

Thou thinkst the Tine's low rastUng leayes 
Glad music round thy household eaves ; 
To him that sound hath sorrow's tone — 
The stranger's heart is with bis own. 

Thou thinkst thy children's laughing play 
A Wely sight at fall of day ! 
Then are the stranger's thoughts opprest — 
His mother's voice comes o'er his breast. 

Thou thinkst it sweet when friend to friend 
Beneftth one roof in prayer may blend; 
Then doth the strangers eye grow dim — 
Far, far are those who prayea with him. 

Thy hearth, thy home, thv vintage land — . 
The voices of diy kindred band; . ' • 

Oh, midst them aU when blest thou art, ' 
Deal gently with the stranger's heart i 



DEATH AND THE WARRIOR. 

*' Ay, warrior, arm ! and'wea^ thy plume 

On a proud and fearless brow ! 
I am the lord of the lonely tomb. 

And a mightier one than thou ! 

Bid thy souPs love farewell, young chief! 
Bid her a long ikrewell ! 

15* 
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like the momiog's dew sfaa)! pass that grief— 
Thou comest with me to dwell ! 

Thy bark may rash thrangh the foaming deep, 

Thy aleed o*er the breezy hill ; 
But they bear thee on to a place of sleep. 

Narrow, aod cold, and chUl !^ 

" Was the voZce I heard thy Toice, O Death ? 

And 18 thy day so near ? 
Then on the field shall my life's last breath 

Mingle with Victory's cheer! 

Banners shall float with the trumpet's notev 

Above me as I die ! 
And the palm tree wave o'er my noble grave. 

Under the Syrian sky. 

Hi^bearts shall barn in the royal hall. 
When the minstrel names that spot ; 

And the eyes I love shall weep my fidl— 
Death ! Death ! I fear thee ilot^ 

«* Warrior • thou bearest a haughty heart, 
' But 1 can bend its pride ! 
How shouldst thou know that thy soul will part 
In the hour of Victoiy's tide f 

It may be &r from thy steel-clad bands, < 

That I shall make thee mine ; 
It may be lone on the desert-sands, 

Where men for fountains pine ! 

I 

It may be deep amidst heavy chains. 

In some strong Paynim hold — 
I have slow dull steps and liogering pains, 

Wherewith to tame the bold !" 

*< Death ! Death - I go to a doom unblest 

If this indeed must be ! 
But the cross is bound upon my breast, 

And I may not shrink for thee ! 

Sound, clarion, sound !— for my vows are given 
To Uie cause of the holy shrine ; 

I bow my soul to the will of Heaven, 
O Death I and not to thine !" 
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THE MA1S(^UER>S SONG. 

Thb festal eye o*erei(rUi and tky, 
In her saoset robe looks bright/ 

And the purple hills of Sicily, 
With their vineyardi, laugh in light 

From the marble cities of herfilaiiis 

Glad voices miogliog swell ; 
Bat with yet more loud and k»fty strains 

They shall hail the ye^per-bell 

Oh ! sweet the tones when summer breeia 

Their cadence wafts af^, 
To float o'er the blue Sicilian 8eas» 

As they gleam to tk^ fint pale star. 

The shepherd greets them on his height, 

The hermit in bis cell; 
But a deeper power shall breathe to-night, 

In the sound of the vesper-bell. 



SONG OF THE Cn>. 

(FftQOded on a jmstage in Southey'a QbroDlcle.) 

'TwAS the deep mid-watch of the silent night, 

And Leon in slumber lay, 
When a soaod went forth in rashlng might, 
Like an* army on its way ! 
In the stillness of the hour. 
When the dreams of sleep ha?e powert 
And men forget the day. 

Througirthe dark and lonely streets it wentf 

Till the slqmberers awoke in dread ; 
The souod of a paesine armament, 
With the charters stony tread. 
There was heara no trumpet's peal. 
But the heavy tramp of steel. 
As a host's, to combat led. 
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Through the dark and lonely streets it pass'd, 

And the hollow pavement rang, 
And the towers as with a sweeping blast, 
RockM to the stormjr clang ! 
But the march of the viewless train 
Went OB to a royal fane, 
Where a priest his night-hymn sang. 

Then was a knocking that shook the marble floor, 

And a voice at & gate, which said— . 
** That the Cid Ray Diar, the Campeador, 
Was there in his arms array'd ; 
And that with him from the tomb, 
Had the Count Gonzalez come. 
With a host, uprisen to aid ; 

And they came for the buried king that lay 

At rest in that ancient ^e ; 
For he must be array*d on the battle-day. 
With them, to deliver Spain !" 
Then the march went sounding oq, 
And the Moors, by moontide sun. 
Were dust on Tolosa*s plain. 



SONG OF ESnGRATION. 

TttVRB was heard a song-on the chiming sea, 

A mingled breathing of grief and glee; 

Man's voice, unbrokeii by sighs, was there. 

Filling with triumph the sunny air ; 

Of fresh green lands, and of pastures new 

It sang, while the bark through the surges flew. 

But ever and anon 

A murmur of farewell 
Told, by itd plaintive tone. 

That from woman's lip it fell. 

** Away, awavv o*er the foaming main I" 
—This was the free and jovous strain — 
** There are clearer skies than oon, a&r 
We wiJI shape oar course by a brighter star ; 
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There are plains whose veidan no foot hath pre«*d, 
And whoee wealth is all for the first brave gaeit*" 

«^ But alas ! that we should so," 

Sang the farewell voices theo, 
**^ FroDi the homesteads wami and loWt 

By the brook and in the glen.'* 

'* We wHl rear new homes, under trees that gloir 
As if gems were the fmitaee of every bough ; 
O'er our white walls we wul train t^ vine, 
And sit in its shadow at day's decline. 
And watch our herds, as they range at will 
Through the green savannas, all bright and stiHi 

.** But woe for that sweet shade 
Of the flowering oicfaard traes, 

"Where first our cmldren played 
'Midst the birds and hon^y-bee8 P* 

** All, all, our own shall (he forests be. 
As to the bound of the roe-bock free ! 
I9one shall say, * hither, no farther pasa !* 
We will track each stiBp through the wavy gncass ! 
We will chase the elk in his speed and nMw* 
And bring proud spoils (o the hearth at n^t" 

" But oh ! the gray church-toweir. 
And the sound of the Sabbath bellj ^ 

And the sheltered garden bower — 
We have bid them all farewell J" 

^* We will ^i?e the names of our feailess race 
To each bright river whose course we trace ; 
We will lea?e our memory with mounts and floods^ 
And the path of our dariog in boundless woods I 
And our works unto many a lake's green shore. 
Where the Indian's graves lay alone before !" 

** But who shall teach the flowers, 
[ Which our children lov'd, to dwell 

I In a soil that is not ours ? 

—Home, home, and frfends farewell !" 
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TIME'S SONG. 



I 
(VxR the level plaia where mountains 

Greet me as I go, 
O'er the desert waste where foantains i 

At mv bidding flow, | 

On the bonndless beam by' day, 

On the cloud by night, 
I am rushing hence away ! 

Who will chain my flight? ' j 

War his weary watch was keeping ; i 

I ha?e cradi*d his spear ; I 

Grief within her bower weeping ; 

I have dried her tear ; 
Pleasure caught a minute's hold—' 

Then 1 hurried by, 
Leaving all her banquet cold 

And her goblet dry. 

Power had won a throne of glory — 

Where is now his fame ? 
Genhis said ~" I live in story T* 

Who hath heard his name? 
Love, beneath a myrtle bough, 

Whispei'd— Why so &8t ?" 
And the roses on his brow 

Wither'daslpass'd. 

I have heard the heifer lowing 

O'er the wild wave's bed, 
I have seen the billow flowing 

Where the cattle fed; 
Where began my wanderings ? 

Memory will not say ; 
Where will rest my weary wings ? 

Science turns away. 
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WOMAN ON Tfi£ flEIJD OF BATTLE. 



— ^Wh«re hath not woman stood. 

Strong in affection*! might } 

A reed, upborne 

By an o'etmaturing corrent ! 



Gentle and lo^eljfenn, 
What didst thoa here, 

When the fierce battle storm 
Bore down the spear ? 

Banner and shiver'd crest 

Beside thee strown, 
Tell, that amidst the best 

Thy work was done ! 

Low lies the statelj head, 
Earth-bound the free : 

How ga?e those hanghtjr dead 
A plaeetothee? 

Slomberer! thine earlj bier 
Friends should have crown'dt 

Many a flower and tear 
Shedding around. 

Soft voices, dear and young, 

Mingling their swell, 
Sbouldo'er thy dust have song 

Earth's last ftrewell. 

Sisters, above the grave 

Of tfav reports, 
3hould have bid violets wave 

With the white iMe. 

Now must ^ tmnpet'f iioto» 

Savage and shrill. 
For requiem o'er thee HokU 

Thou &ir and ifill ! 
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And tbe twift chai-ger sweep. 

In full career, ^ 

fTreiBpUng thy place of sleep— 

"Why earnest thou here I 

VVI9 ?— Ask the trae heart why 

Woman ^athbeto 
Ever, where brave men die, 

Unahnnkiiig seen ? 

Unto this harvestgroitnd 

Proud reapers came, 
Some for that stirring sound, 

A warrior's name : 

Some for the stormy play, 

And joy of strife. 
And some to fling aiHiy 

A weary lifo. 

Bat thou, pale sl^perj (hop. 

With the sli^frsme. 
And the ridi locks, tfhose glow 

Death cannot fitfe; 

QiUy one tlNmghl, one power, 

Srftee coold nave iedy 
So thtoHgii tbe tempast's boor 

To lift thy head f * 

Oidy the true, the strongs 

The love, wose trust 
Woman's d6ep soul tco long 

^rs on the duist. 
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H Air AKB WOMAlf . 



>Womttnacttlieirp«rfs 
Wmb thev do make tlicir ordered hoaset know Uiem. 
Men must be busy out of doon, iamt stir 

*f* *»Jy J ?«••. »*« **>• »»« world awwe 
llut they are IB It ; for. tfie masterr 

Of whicli, Uiey race aitd wreiUe. 



Xnenlet^ 



Wabbioh ! whote image^on tby tomb. 

With shielcl and created head. 
Sleeps nrowlly in the fioi^Ie gloom 

By the stamed window shod ; 
The reooids of ttijr name and race 

Have faded faia the stone* 
Tel tbraoiffa a clond of years I trace 

What thou hast been and done. 

A banner (ma its flashing spear 

Flange out o^r many a fight ; 
A war-crjr, ringing far and clear, 

And^stoong to tarn the flight; 
An aim fliat bravely bore the lance 

On for the holy shrine, 
A hangfaty heart and kingly glance-^ 

Chief! were not these Uiings ^e ? 

A lo% place where leaders sate 

Aroand the council-board; 
In festive halls a chair of state. 

When the blood-red wine was poured ; 
A name that drew a prboder tone 

Fnm herald, harp, and baid; 

—gttrely theie things were aU dune owtt ; 
So badst thtni tliy ivward ! 

TOOL. ir. 16 



l82 MAN AND WOJIAN» 

Woman ! whose sculpUired form at rest 

By the aimed knieht is laid, 

"With meek hands folded o'er thy broast 

In matron robes anaved ; 
What was thy tale ?— Oh, gentle male 

Of him, the bold and free, 
Bound unto his victonotts &te. 

What bard hath sang of thee? 

He wooed a bright and bnming star ; 

Thine was the void, the gloom, 
The straining eje that followed fer 

Hisoft-reoediBgphMBe; 
The heart-sick listening while his steed 

Sent echoes on the breeze ; . . , 
The pang-— but when did Fame .take beea 

Of griea obscure as these i 

Tl^silent and secluded hours, 

Tiuough many a lone day, 
While bending o*er thy brwdered flowers, 

With spirit &c away; 
Thy weeping midnight pwyersfor him 

Who fought on Syrian plains ; 
Thr watcmngs till the torch gf«w dim|— 

jMe fill no minstrel-straiiis. 

A still sad life was thine !— long Years, 

With tasks nngnerdoned fraught. 
Deep, quiet lore, submissive tears, 

Vigils of anjdous thought; 
prayers at the cross in fervour poured, 

AUns to the pilgrims gjvtfi » 
O happy, happier than thy lord 

In that lone path to heaven: 



1 
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OWAIN «I.YN1>WR'S WAR SONG. 



Saw ye th^ blazing star ? 

1^ heavmu look down oa Freedom's war, 

And light her torch on high : 
Bright on the dragon-crest 
It t^lls that glory's wing shall rest. 

When warriort meet to die ! 
Let earth's pale tyrants read despair 

And vengeance in its flame. 
Hail ye, my bards ! the omen fair 

Of conquest and of fame, 
And swell the rudiing moontain-air. 

With sQng9 to Gtyndwi's name. 

At the dead hour of night, 

QlariEed ye bow each majestic height 

Bamed in its awiiil beams ! 
Bed shone th' eternal snows, 
And an the land, as bright it tose. 

Was foil of glorious dreams. 
Oh ! eagles of the battles, rise ! 

The hope of Gwvnedd wakes-- 
It is your banner in the skies. 

Thro' each dark clond that breaks. 
And mantles with trinmphal dyes, 

Your thnnmnd bilk and lakes i 

A soond is on the breeze, 

A marmnr, as of swelling seas! 

The Saxon's on his wav ! 
Lo ! sp^f and shield, and laoce,' 
From Beva's wayes, with lightning glance, 

Beflected to the day. 
But who the torrent-wave compels 

A conqueror's chains to bear f 
Let those who wake the soul that dwells 

On our free winds, beware ! 
The greenest and the loveliest dells 

May be the lion's lair ! , 

i 
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Of us they told tba seen 

And monarch-bards of eld^r years, ' 

Who walked on earth as powers; 
And in their burning strains, 
A spell of raieht and mystery i^gns, 

To guard our mountain towers. 
-—Id Snowdon's caves a prophet lay, 

Before his gifted sight 
The march df aees passed away, 

With hero-footsteps bright. 
Bat pixmdest, ia that loitt^ array 

W«s Glyndwi^s path of light I 



1 



ON THE TOBTO OF mADAX& LAN6HANS. 



•( To a mystariontly eomorted pair* 
This place is eonsfowte; to deatht and life. 
And to tba b«st affections that yrocoed 
From this cpiijuiiction*" 

Wordno^rth. 



How many hopes were borne epon thy bier, 
O bride of tflricl^en 1oir$ .* in anguish hither ! 
Like flowers, the fii^ ahd faimsl of the year. 
Plucked on the bosom of the dead to wither ; 
Hopes, from their source »U holy, t^o^b of earth, 
AU brightly gatherki|; voo&til aQection's hearth. 

Of mingled pmyer tte^ tol4 ; of sabbath hours ; 
Of mom'S'fineweM, and evening's blessed meeting ; 
Of childhood's voice, amidst the faousebolq bowers, 
And bounding step, and smile of joyous greeting. 
But thou, young mother - to thy gentle heart, 
Didst take thy babe, and meekly so depart. 
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Ho^ many hopes have spnuig in radiance hence ! 

Their trace yet lights the dnst, where thou art sleeping ! 

A solemn joy comes o*er me, and a sense 

Of triomph, blunt with nature's entii of weeping. 

As, kindhng up the silent stone, I see. 

The glorious Tisien, caught by faith of thee. 

Slnmberer ! love calls thee, for the nig^it is past ; 

Fnt on th* immortal beauty of thy waking : 

Captive ! and hear'st thou not the trumpet's blast f 

The long Tictorioos note thy bondage breaking f 

Thou hear'st, thou answerest— '* God of earth and Heaven t 

Here am I, with the child whom thou hast given."* 



MADJBLIIVE. 



'* Mt child, my child, thou leav'st me ! — I shall hear 
The gentle voice no more that blessed mine ear 
With Its first utterance : — I shall miss the sound 
Of thy light footstep, midst the flowers around. 
And thy soft-breathing hymn at evening's close. 
And thy * Good«night/ at parting for repose. 
Under the yioe-leaves I shall nt alone, 
And the low breese will have a moumfiil tone 
Amoo^ their tendrils, while I think of thee. 
My child !— «nd thou, aloi^; the moonlight sea. 
With a soft sadness haply in thy glance, 
Shalt watch ttiine own, thy pleasant land of France 
Fading to air ! Tet blessings with thee go — 
Love guwd thee, gentlest ! and the exile's woe 
From thy youne heart be far !«— And sorrow not 
For me, sweet daughter, in my lonely lot 
God will be with me ! Now farewell, farewell. 
Thou that hast been what words may never tell 



* Part of the monnmental intcriptioo. 
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Unto thy ttotbcr^s bo9om» since the dejs 

Wb«D thoawert pillowed there ; and wont to raiie 

In sadden Isagbter thence ihy loving eye, . 

That still soogbt m>Qe. These moments are gone by— 

Thou too must go, roy flower ! yet loand thee dwell 

The peace of God - One, one more gaze-*-&rewell ! ^ 

This was a motber^s parting with her child-— 
A young, meek bride, on whom fair Fortune uniled, 
And wooed her, with a voice of Love, away 
Fram Childhood's hoaoe. Yet there, with fond delay, 
She lingered on the threshold : heard the note 
Of her caiged bird through trellis^d rose-trees float; 
And fell utXKi her mother's necl^ and wept, 
V^ilst ola remembrances, that long had slept. 
Streamed o'er her soul ; and many a vanished day. 
As in one picture traced, belbre her laj. 

But the farewell was said ; and on the deep, 
When its breast heaved in sunset's golden sleep, 
"With a stilled heart, young Madeline, ere long. 
Poured forth her own low solemn vesper song 
To chiming waves. Through stillness heard'afar. 
And duly rising with the first pale star, 
That voice was on tbe^waters ; till at last 
The sounding ocean-solitudes were passed. 
And the bright land was reached ; the youthful World, 
That glows along the West : the sails were furled 
In its clear sunshine ; and the gentle bride 
Looked on the home, which promised hearts untried 
A bower of bliss to be. Alas ! we trace 
The map of our own paths ; and long ere years 
With their doll steps die briflTant lines efiace. 
Comes the swift storm, and blots them out in tears. 
That borne was darkened soon : the summer's breeze 
Welcomed with death the wanderers from die Seas f 
Death unto one ! and anguish, how forlorn 
To her that, widowed in her marriage-mom. 
Sat in the lonely dwelling, whence with him. 
Her bosom's first beloved, her friend and guide, 
Joy had eone forth, and left the green earth dim. 
As from the sun drat out on every side, 
By die close veil of misery. Ob .' but ill. 
When with rich hopes o'eWraught, the young high heart 
its first blow! It knows not vet the part 



yet the pai 
Which tile wfll tetcl^to sailer mi he stilT? 
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Aod with sobmiisive lo7e, to cooDt the flowers 
IVhich yet are spared; and throceh the fbtnre hours 
To send no busy dream ! She haanot leaned 
Of sorroir till that blight, and therefore .tamed 
In weariness irom life. Then came th' unrest. 
The vagne sad yeaminrs of the exile's breast ; 
The hawiting loands oi voices far away. 
And honmhold steps : until at last she lay 
On her lone couch of sickness — ^lost in dreams 
Of the gay vineyards and blue glancing streainSy 
Of her own sunny land— and murmuring oft 
Familiar names in accents wild, yet sd^ 
To strangers round that bed, who knew not amjpht 
Of the deep spells wherewith each word w^s nraueht. 
To strangers r— oh J could strangers raise the heaa, 
Gentljr as fair's was rai^d?-^id strangers shed 
The kindly tears which bathed that pale young br0W| 
And fevendi cheek, with hair unconscious flow ? — 
Something was there, that througHb the heavy n%ht 
Outwatcbes patiently the taper*s light ; 
Something that bows out to the day's distress, 
That knows not change, that fears not weariness : 
Love, true and perfect love! — Whence came that power. 
Upbearing through the storm die fraeile flower ? 
"Whence ? — who can ask ? — ^the loos delirium passed, 
And from her eyes the spirit looJcea at last 
Into her mother*s &ce • — «nd, wakening, knew 
Thebrow*8 calm grace, the hair's dear silvery hue— • 
The kmd, sweet smile of old I — And had shle coitte, 
Thus in life's evenii^ from her distant home. 
To save her child ? Even so. llor yet in vain — 
In that young heart a light sprung up a|;ain I 
And lovely still, with so much love to give, 
Seemed this fair world, though faded ; still to lire ' 
Was not to pme forsaken I On the breast 
That rocked her childhood, falling in soft rest — 
** Sweet mother ! centlest mother !~can it be ? " 
The lorn one cried—" And do I gsie on thee ? 
Take home thy wanderer from this fatal shore-— 
Peace diall be our's, amidst our vines once more ! ^ 
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Tfl£ VnSW OF TH£ DOT£. 

«• Oh ! that I had the wings of • Dove, that I might flee awar and 
beatrett!" 



Oh ! for tbj wings, thoa dove ! 
Now sailing by with sun^iae on thy breast ; 

That borne like thee abo?e, 
I too mig^t flee awaj and be at rest ! 



It 



Wbere wilt thou fold those platnes, 
Bird of the forest-shadows, holiest bird f 

In what rich leafy glooms, 
By the sweet Toice of hidden water stirred? 

. in. 

Over what blessed home, 
What roof with dark, deep samioer-foiiage crowned, 

O fair as Ocean's foam ! 
Shall thy bright bosom shed a gloom anwod ? 

nr. 

Or seek'st thoa some old shrine 
Of nymph or saint, no more by Yotarr wooed, 

Tho' stUl, as If divine. 
Breathing a spirit o*er Uie solitude? 

Y. 

Yet wherefore ask thr way ? 
Blest, ever blest, whatever its aim, thou art ! 

Unto the creeAwood spray 
Bearing no dark lemembniioe at thy heart ! 
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VI. 

No echoes that will bleod 
A sBcbess with the rustlinjjfs of the groye ; 

No memoiy of a friend 
Far off, or dead, or changM to thee, thon Bon ! 

Vtt. 

Oh ! to some cool teoeis 
Take, take me with diee on the sulllmo^wind ! 

Leavioe the weariness, 
And all the &Fer of this life behind : 

The aching and the void 
Within the heart wherennto none reply. 

The early hopes destroyed^ 
Bird ! bear me. with thee thro* the sunny sky. 

Wild wish, and longing vain. 
And brief upspringinr to be glad and free ! 

Go to thy woodland reign f 
My'sottl is bound and hela--I may not flee. 

X. 

For even by all the fears 
And thoughts that haunt my dreams— 4intold, unknown. 

And by the woman's (ears 
Poured from mine eyes in silence and done ; 

XI. 

Had I thy wings, tiiou Dore ! 
High 'midst the gorgeous isles of cloud to soar, 

Soon the strong cords of lore 
Would draw ne earthward8-4iomewird»-7et once 
more! 
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THE VOICE OF HOSLE. 



TO THE PRODIGAL. 



Oh! whenwilttbou return 
To tbv spirit's earlj JoTes ? 

To the frssoness of the mom. 
To the stilloesBoUhe grores ? 

Tbe tiiinmer''bircl8 aie calling. 
Thy hoasehold porch around, 

And the meny waters falling, 
With sweet laughter in their sound. 

And a thousand bright-veined flowers, 
'Midst tbe banks of niQss and fern. 

Breathe of tbe sunny bonis^ 
But when wilt than retam? 

Ob ! thoa.hast wandered long 
From thy home witbont a guide. 

And thy native woodland song 
In thine altered heart hatb died. 

Thou hast flung the wealth away. 
And the glory of thy spring. 

And to thee the leaves' hght play 
Is a loiig-fingotten thing, j 

—But whan wilt thou return ? 

Sweet dews may fredien soon 
The flower within whose urn 

Too fiercely gazed the noon. 
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O'er tlM image of tbe sky 
Which the lake's clear bosom wore, 

Darkly may ahadows lie- 
Bat not for eyermoie. 

Giye back thr heart again 

To the glaaaen of the woods. 
To the birds' triumphant strain. 

To the moontain-solitttdes ! 

«-Bat when wilt thon retnm f 

Along thine own firee air. 
There are yoong sweet voices bome^- 

Ob! should not thine be there .^ 

Still at (by frdiei's board 

There is kept a place for thee, 
And by thy smile restored, 

Joy roond the hearth shall be-. 

Still haih tl|y mother's eye. 

Thy cotaoing step to greet, 
A look of days gone by. 

Tender, and gravely sweet 

Still, when the prayer is said. 

For thee Una bosoms Team, 
For thee fond tears are sned— 

— Ohi when wilt thou xetuni 
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ANCIENT SONG OF VICTORY. 



Fill high the bowl with Sattian wioe, 
Ow Tinrins daaee beneath the shade. 

J5yron, 



a* 

lo ! they come, they come ! 

Garlands for every sfarine f 
Strike lyres to greet them home; 

Bring rases, pour ye mne I 

II. 

Swell, swell the Doriui^Bate 
Thro* tile Une, tritti|i}ihttl sky • 

Let the Cittern's tone setate 
TheSonsof Victoiy! 

II!. 

With the o&riDg of briclii blood, 
Tbey have ransomed hearth and tomb, 

Vineyaidy and field, and flood; 
lo! tfaaj come, they come ! 

IV. 

Sing it where olives wave, 

And by the glittering sea, 
And d*er each nero's gmTe, — 

Sing, sing, the land is free • 

V. 

Mark ve the flashing oars. 

And the spears that light the deep f 
How the fintal snnshine poms 

Where the lovds of battle sweep ! 
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VI. 

Eadi hath brought back his ghield;~ 

Maid, ffreet toy lover home *• 
Mother, from that proud £etd« 

lo ! thy 80D is come ! 

. vu. 

Who murmured of the dead ? 

Hush, bodiiK voice ! We know- 
That man;|r a mining' head 

Lies in its gloiy low. ' . . 

VBI. 

^ 

Blithe not those names to-day ! 

They shall have their pmiae ene leng^. 
And a power all hearts to sway. 

In evter^bwioBig; song. 

IX. 

But now shed flowers, pour wine, 

To hail the conquerors home ! 
Bring wreaths for every shrine ! 

lo : they cpme, they come •' 



T0£ nBTTJSR 



^I BBAR thee qpttak of ^ better land, 

band ; 
\. vjuiuer; on, waereis iiia«raaiantah<NPe? 



Thou calPst its children a heray band ; 
Mother! oh, where is diat radiant shore 
Shall we not seek it, and weep no moie ? 
Is it where the flower of the orans e blows. 
And the fire-flies glance through me myrtle bonghs ?** 
— " Not thew, not th«», my thtld !'♦ 
▼OL. II. 17 
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Mif it wheie di0 featfaei-paJni tnn rise. 
And the dale g^rovrf rqie under ninny does? 
Or midst the g;reen tdands of flittering na, 
Wlien fragrant forests perfome the bneie, 
Ajsd itance, bright biros, on their starry wings. 
Bear the nch fanes of all glorious thingsf 
-^ Not tfaetv, not there, my child t** 

*' Is it far away, in some region old. 
Where the rivers wander o'er sands of ^Id f — 
Where the bamin^ rays of the mby shine. 
And the '<H>«M^"«i lights up the secret mine. 
And the pearl gleams fiHrtn from the coral stnod,* 
Is it there, sweet mother, that better land ?** 
Not there, not there, my child !** 



<^ Eye hath not seen it j my gentle boy ! 
Ear hath not beard its deep songs oC joy ; 
Dreams cannot picture a world so iair — 
Sorrow and death may not enter there ; 
Time doth not breathe on its fadeless bloom, 
For beyond the clouds, and beyond the tomb, 
—It Is there, it is (here, my child !" 



DEATH OF AN INFANT. 

DsATU found strange beauty on that chen& brow. 
And daih'd it out. — There was a tint of rose 
On cheek and lip ;•— he touched the veins with ice, 
And tho rose faded, — ^forth from those blue eyes. 

Then spake a wishful tenderness,— a doubt 
Whether to grieve or deep, which Innocence 
Above'can wear.-^Wilh ruthless haste he bound 
The silken fringes of their curtaining lids. 

For ever,-»there had been a murmuring sound 
With which the babe would claim its mother's ear» 
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Cbumiog her e? en to (ears.— The spoiler set 
His seal of silence.— rBut there beamed a smile 

So fiz'd and holy from that marble biro«r»— - 
Death gased and left it there ;— he dared not stetl 
The signet'-riog of Heaven. 



TO THB MEXOnX OF A FIREND ANP 

HMMjATlYEf 

«• Blefied aie the pure in heart, forthey shall laa Ood.V 

W» miss fty voice while early flowers are blowioe> 
And (hefirst flush of blossom clothes each boajgh. 

And the spring sunshine round ourhome is glowing, 
Soft as thy smile— thou wouldst be with us now ! 

ff^Uh. ua .'—we torottg* thee by tht etuihlyVwmgM^ 
Could our fond gaze but follow where thoti art. 

Well might the glories of this woild ^em noa^ 
To the one promise ghren the pure m heart 

Tet wert thou blest e'en here«-ohj eves bl^ 
In thine own sunny thoughts and tranquil »»n; 

The silent joy that still overflowed thy breast. 
Needed but guarding from all change, by death. 

So is it sealed to peace !— <« thy clear brow 
Never was care one fleeting shade to cast. 

And thy calm days in the brightness were to flow, 
A holy streamj untroubled to the last ! 

Farewell ! thy life hath left survivmg love 
A wealth of records and sweet * feelings given. 

From sorrow's heart the faintness to remove. 
By whispers breathing * less of earth than heaven.' 



196 THB WAKBinNO. 

TbuB rests thy spirit stfll on those with whom 
Thy step the p^iths of -joyous dutf trod, 

Bidding them muean utu of thy tomb, 
Whrae chastened Ihought nay ofer praise to Ood f 



THE WASElQlf G. 

••While day arises, tliat sweet liour of prime**' 

HoirmanT tlioiUBnds are avrakemng noir ! 
Some to me aoiM^of the forest bough, 
To tlie rastliQg ieaVes at the latticefane. 
To the shlniag fall of the latter rain: 

AmI soBEie, &r oat Oft the deep mid-sea, 
fo the dash of the waves in. their foaming gljM« 
As limy break into spray on the tall ship's side, 
Ttuit holds through tt# tnmnlt her pfitb of pride. 

And tome— oh! weU may their hearts rgoicet 
To the gentle sound of a mother's voice ] 
Long skmll they yeem for that kindly tone, 
IVhen fiom the beard and the beaHb 'tis gone. 

And some in the camp, to the bugle's breath. 
And the tramp of the steed on the echoing heath. 
And the sudden roar of the hostile p^n, 
Which tells that a field must e*er night be won. 

And some in the gloomy convict cell. 

To the dull deep note of the warning bell. 

As it heavily calls them Ibrth fo die. 

While the bright sun mounts in the latugfaing slcy. 

And some to the peal of the hunter's hom. 
And some to the sounds from the city borne; 
And some to the rolling of torrent floods, 
Far 'midst old mountains, and solenin woods. 



r 
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So an we roiued on this chequer'd earthy 
Each aotolife hath a daily birth, 
Tho' firarfiri or joyful, thoagh sad or sweet, ' 
Be the voices wnich first our upspringing meet. 

But ONE must the sound be, and One the call, 
l/Vhicb from the dost shall awalce us all! 
One tho' to sevor'd and distant dooms — . 
How shall the sleepers arise fiom their tombs ? 



THE GRAVE OF A POETESS.* 

' <*Xe me plaigofxpa*— sivoos sajries combien de peines ce ttm- 
bean m*a epacgneeft ! ** , 

I s^ooD b06)de thy lonely grave ; 

Spring odours breathra aroundi 
And music in the river-wave 

PassM with a lulling sound. 

All happy things that love the sun 

In the bright air glanced by, , 
And a glad murmur seemed to run 

Through the sofC azure sky. 

Fresh leaves wereon the ivy bough 

That fringed the ruins near 9 , 
Young voices Were abroad — tmt thou 

Their sweetness couldst not hear. 



4 44 Extrinsic interest has lately attached to the fine scenery of 
HVSodf tock. near Kilkenny, on account of its having been the last re- 
sidmee of the author of Psyche. Her grave is one of many in ttie 
chwcb-yard of the village. The river runs smoothly by. The ruins 
of an ancient abbey, that have beenpartially converted into a church, 
ret erenUy throw their manUe of tender shade over it. It is the very 
.ptfert&graveofapctess.'' ^^^ ^^^^j^^^j^^^t^ 

17* 
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And flKMinfol gMW n^ beut^ the* 
Thou in whom womaa*« mind 

The nf ibMt brightens earth and mi^ 
17he Iqfbt of song was abnned. 

Mownfol, thift thou (vart «liinib«wg lowt 
With a dread cwrtain dmwn 

Between thee and the golden glow 
Of this wetld^s ▼anal dawn ! 

Parted from all the song and bloom 
Thou wouidst have loved so welT, . 

To thee the sunshine round thy tomb 
Was but a broken spell. 

The bird, the insect on the wing, 
In their bright reckless play, 

Might }eel th6 flush and light of Spring, 
—And tiiou wert passed away ! 

•—But then, ev'n then, a nobler thought 
0*er my vain sadness came ; 

Th* immortal spirit woke and wrought 
Within my Ourilling frame. 

Surely on lovelier things, I said. 
Thou must have looked ere now. 

Than all that round our pathway shed 
Odours and hues below ! 

The shadows of the tomb are here, 

Yet beautiful is Earth! 
. What seest thou then whisre no dim fear, 

No haunting dream hath birth ? 

Heraa^vain love to passing floweffi 
Thou gav*str— but where thou art, ' 

The sway is not with diang^iul hours, 
Tktre love and death ffluijt part! 

Thau hastlcift mnom in thy song, 
A voicanot hMid, but^Aeap; 

Tha glorious bowers of Earai anici^t 
How nikn didst tho4 weep ! 
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Wbere couldat |Imhi£k m juoital cnMmd 

Thy tendar IhcMislili aod ii%h f 
— Noir pMoe lbs WomM*ji heart haiUi iband, 

And joj the Poetfs eje ! 



THE HOXES OF raTGLAITD. 



Th« stately Homea of England, 

How beautiful they stand ! 
Amidst their tall ancestral treei, 

0*er all that pleasant land ! 
The deer across their green-sward bound. 

Through shade and sunny gleam ; 
And the iwan glides past tliem wiUi the aonnd 

Of some rejoicing stream. 

/• 

Tlie merry Homes, of England I 

Around their hearths by night 
What gladsome looks of househ^d love 

Meet in the ruddy light .* 
There woman's voice tows forth in song, 

Or'chil&ood*s tale is told ; 
Or lips move tunefully alone 

Some glorious page of old. 

The blessed Homes of Ei^^land ! 

How softly (HI their bowers 
Is laid the holy quietness 

Thai breathes from Sabbath hours ! 
Solemn, yet sweet, the chuich-belUs chfana 

Floats throueh their woods at mom ; 
All other aovmas, in that still time, 

Of breeie and leaf are bom. 



20O OCR DAlLr PATHS. 

The Collage Homes of Eo^land ! 

Bj ttonnnds, oa her plains, 
Tfaey aie smiling o*er the silvery brooks. 

And roand the faunlet-faoes. 
Tbtoo^ glowing OEchards forth they peep, 

Each from its nook of leaves, 
And feadess there they lowly sleep, 

As the bird beneath their eaves. 

The free, hja Homes of England ' 

Long, long, in hot and hall. 
May hearts of native proof be rear*d 

To guard each ballowM wall ! 
And green for ever be the groves. 

And bright the floweiy sod, 
Where first (he child's glad spirit loves 

Ittf Coantry and its God ! 



OUR DAILY PATHS. . 



Thub*s Beauty all around oar paths, if but oar watchful 

eyes . 
Can trace, it 'midst familiar things, and through their lowly 

guise; 
We may find it where a hedgerow showers its blossoms o'er 

our way. 
Or a .cottage-window sparkles forth in the last red light of 

day. 

We may find it where a spring shines clear, beneath an aged 

tree, <~ 
With the foxglove o'er the water's glass borne downward by 

the b^: 
Or where a swift and sunny gleam on the birchen-stems is 

thrown, 
And a soft wind playmg parts the leaves, in copses green and 

lone. 



r 

OUR DAlliT PATHS. SOl 

We BUljr find it ID tfa« winter 1bouc|fa% u tb^ ciOM the CcM 

bluesk^, 
While 4^ 09 icy pool and stfeam their peoqlled ihadowf 

IIC| , 

Whea we look opoa their tracery, by the ftiiy (rott-worii 

bound. 
Whence the flitting redbreast ahakei a shower of crystib 

19 the ground. 

Tm9 Beanty dwetlf in all our pafli e bn t Sorrow too is 

diese; 
Bow oft some clond within ns dims the bright stiU smnmr 

air! 
When WIS carry our nek hearts abroad amidst AejoyoHl 

things 
That thrai^ the leafy places glanc'd on mn^ysxiloiirsd 

wings. 

Widi shadows from the past we fill tiie happy woodland 

And a moamfbl memoiy of the dead is with as in th« 

glades; 
And oar dieam-like fencies lend the wind an ew^f plaui- 

tire tone, 
Of voioes, and of naeledies, and of silvery laughter gcn^ 

But are we (ree to do e'en tbos--to wander 9^ we wSU^ 
Bearing sad visions through the grove* and o'er the breezy 

No ! in our daily paths lie cares, that oft-times bind us fast, 
While from the narrow round we see the golden day fleet 
past 

Ihey hold us from the woodlaik's haunts and the violet-din- 
gles back, 

And from all the lovely sounds and gleams in Aie shining 
rivers trac|L; 

They bar us from our heritage of spring-time hope and mirth. 

And weigh our burdened spirits down with the cumbering 
dnst of earth. 
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« 

Yet thoald this be ? — Too much, too soon, despondiogly we 

yield ! 
A better lesaoo we are taught by the lilies of the field ! 
A sweeter by Che birds of heaven— which tells as, in their 

flight, 
Of One that through the desert air forever guides them /right ! 

Shall not this knowledge calm our hearts, and bid vain con- 
flicts cease • 

— ^Aye, when they commune with themselves in holy hours 
of peace. 

And fieel that by the lights fuid clouds tfiroogfa which our 
pathway lies. 

By the Beauty and the Grief alike, we |ue training for »« 



TH£;IE£BIORT OF TH£ I>£AP. 

FoaevT them not ! tho^ now ^ir name 
" Be but a mournful sound, 
Tbo* by the hearth its utterance claim 
A stillness round. 

Tlio* for their sakes this earth no more 

As it hath;been may be, 
And shadows, never marked belbre. 

Brood o'er each tree ; 

And tfao* their image dim the sky, . 

Tet, yet forget them not ! 
Nor, where there love and life went by, 

Forsake the spot I 

\ .J 

They have a breathing influence there, 
A charm, not elsewhere foond ; 

Sad— yet it sanctifies the air, 
Tlie stream, &e ground* 
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Then, tho* the wind an altered tone 

Through the yoonr foliage bear, 
Tho* every flower, of Bomethiog gone, 

A tinge may wear; 

Oh ! fly it not ! oofruitUtt grief 

Thus in their presence felt, 
A record links to eveir leaf 

There, where they dwelt 

Still trace the path which knew thier tread, 

Still tend their garden-bower, 
And call them back, the holy Dead) 

To each lone hour ! 



The hoiy Dead !— di ! blest we tie. 

That we may name tibem ao. 
And to their epirits Ipok alhr* 

Through all our woe ! 

Blest, that the things they loved on earth, 
• As relics we may- hold, 
IVhich wake sweet thoughts of parted worth, 
By springs untold ! 

Blest, that a deep and chastening power 

Thus o'er our souls is given. 
If bpt to bird, or sone, or flower^ 

Yet all for Heaven ! 



904 EVBNiNe SONO, ifc. 



ETEIONG SONG OF THE TYROLESE 
•pBASAHTB^* 

1 , ■ 

CoMS to the am-ietTtee t - 

The dky is past and gone i 
The woodioan^s axe Wcs frect 

And the reaper'* work IS dooe- 

The twiUght-firtar to Heaven, 
And the summer-dew to ^wert, 

AndreittofiSissi^en 
By the cool soft eveoiog wmrt. 

Sweet is the honrof wst I 

PUasant the.wind8 low sign, 
And ibe tleaminK of the west. 

And the turf whereon we ue.. 

IVben the harden and flie heat 

Of labbux's task are o^r, 
Asd fcm% voices met 

The tired one athi»dqor. 

Come to the Son-set Tree ! 

The dav is pest and gone; 
The woodman's axe lies free, 
Ajid the reaper's woifc is done. 

Yosi toneftdisthetound - 

^ That dwells m whispering houghs ; 

Welcome the freshness round. 
And the gale that &tts our btows. 



• - The toved hour of repse U '^P^^.^^I^S^'^AkS^ 
tx«B» 4iai«g a lUBble hi GemsBr*" 
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But nfi, noM iiratt ttid iHli 

Hmui evernighl-frD rvf^ 
Oar longing bimrtf ihtirfill, 

In the worid btjood tbft gmf«. 

There ihell no tempest blow 

No icorcliing noon-tide beet ; 
.Tltere ah%U be no mora 

No 



And we lift ear tnitlinff efei^ 
From the hillf oar iiitliert trod. 

To the ^et of the skiee. 
To die nhbelh oC en CML 

Come to the Son-iet Tree! 

The dev is pMt and gone; 
The wooamurt axe lies free* 

And die reaper's work is doM. 



THE ITT OF K^l^lff OBTB* 



Hbabd*8t tfaoa what the Ivy 
Waving where all else hftth died* 
In the place c/ regal mirth. 
Now die silenl Kinilworih? 

D^th its many-glistening leftTes» 
There a solemn robe it weaves ; 
And a voice is in each iUd, 
Like an oracle's of old. 

Beard'st dxm, while widi dews of night 
Shon^ its berries darkly bright? 
Yes! the whisperer seem'd to say 
" AU Uuog»-«ll dungs pus awsy ! 

VOU Ih 18 
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"When 1 «mt the harp hath mug 
Banners and proud sluelds among;. 
And the blood-red wine .flow*d iree» 
And the fire ahot sparks of glee. 

«( Where I am, now last and lone* 
Qaeenly Steps hare come and gone ; 
Gorgeoos masques have glided by, 
Untorollkig hannony* 

(^ Flutig from these illomined towers, 
Liri&t hath pierced the forest bowers ; 
Lfl^e, and pool, and fount, haye been 
Kindled l^ their midnight sheen. 

<> Where is now thelfeaftiog high f 

Wbera the lordly minstrelffr^ 
Where the toumef 8 lAngiDg spear r 

— •! am sole and alent here : 

*' la my htxne noheartfi is csown'd 
ThKOOgh my halls no wine foams rQuno, 
By my gates hath ceased the lay— - 
All thills— all things pass away f* 

Yes ' thy warning voice I knew. 
Ivy ! and its tale is true : . 

All is passing, or hath pass d— 
Tboa ttiyselTmiist perish last : 

Yet ray secrit sod »Pged, 
«' Sorely one thing flfaall abide ; 

'Midst the wwck fl«6J»» Wtr* 
Heaven's eternal Word alone !» 
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THE MOTHER AND CHILD. 



Whibb art tbou, Bbv .'—Heaven, Heaven ! die babe » play- 

£ven oo the maigin of the dicsy steep ! 
Haste — hash ! — a breath, my agooy betraying. 

And he is gone ! — ^beneath him rolls the deep ! 
Could I but keep the bursting cry suppressed 
And win him back in silence to my breast ! 

Thoa'rt safis !— Thou com'st with smiles my fond alios meet- 
Blest, ftnriess child !— I, /have tasted death !. 

Nearer ! tint I may fed thy warm heart beating ! 
And see thy bright hair floating in iny breath ! 

Nearer! to still my bosom's yearning pain,-^ ' . 

I clasp thee now, mine own ! thon'st her^ again ! 



V / 
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ANGEL VISITS. 



No more of talk, where Ood or An^el gueti 
With nea, et with hii friend, faaular used 
To sit jbdulgeii^ and with him partake 
Bural repast. 



JURUtfu 



Abb 7« for ever ta fo» skie» dflnarted f 
. Oh ! wiU ye Tint fliia dim world oo mors? 
Te whofle bright wings a aoteniD ipkiidoiir darted 
Thro* Eden*! fr^ and flowerioff diades of yore ? 
Now ai« tfie foantaint dried on uiat flweet 8|Mot, 
And ye*-KWt fiided earth befiolds yw not ! 

Tet, by your sfainiiig eyes not all fiiraaken, 
Man wand|sred from bis Paradise away ; 
Ye, from forgetfiilnesshis heart to waken, 
CSame down, high guests ! in many^a later day. 
And with the Patriarchs under vine or oak, 
BSidft noontide calm or hush of e?ening spoke. 

From yon, the ml of midnieht darkness renduig. 
Came the richnqrBtexies to pie sleeper's eye. 
That saw your hoiti atcendipg end descending. 
On thoaa bright steps between the earth and sfy; 
Tvsmbliog he woks, and bow*d o*er glory's trace. 
And woidiipii^d, mwe-strack, hi tfaatSMinil phice. 



ANGEL VISITS. 209 

By Cli6bar*8 Brook ye passed, such ndianoe wearii^, 
As mortal vinoo misht but ill endure ; 
Along the stream t£e living chariot bearing* 
WitT its high oiystal areh, intently pure !* 
And the dread rushing of your win^ that boor, 
IVas tike the noise of waters in their power. 

But in the Olive-Mount, by ni^t appearlog. 
Midst the dim leaves, your holiest work was done ! — 
IVhose was the voice that came, divinely cheering, 
Fraught with the breath of God to aid his Son ?— . 
Haply of those that on the moonlit plains, 
'Wafted good-tidings unto Syrian swains. 

Tet one more task was yours !— your heavenly dwelling 

Te left, and b^ th* unseal'd sepulchral stone 

In glorious raiment sat : the weepers telling 

That He they sought, had triemph*d, and was gone !*- 

Now have ye left us for the brighter shore. 

Tour presence lights the lonely groves no more ! — 

But may ye not, unseen, aroiind us hover, 
With eentle promptings and sweet iniuence yet ? 
Tfao' Sie fresn gloiy of those days be over, 
Wbsn, midst tSe palm-trees, man your footsteps met ? 
Are ye not near when Faith and Hope rise high, 
When love by strength Q*ermasters agony f 

Are ^ not near, when sorrow unrepining. 
Yields up life's treasures unto Him who gave f 
When martyrs, all thinrs for His sake resigning, 
Lead on the march of mth, serenely brave ? 
Dreams i — ^bnt a deeper thought our souls may filly 
One, one is near— a Spirit, holier still ! 



* ]Bs«kie]»ebftp.i* 
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THE COTTAGE GIRL. 



A CHILD betide a hunlefs fount at play. 
Her fair &oe kittiuos at the sunoy day ; 
The cbeerfal eirliier labcNir leaves avrhile. 
To gaze on Ifeaven*8 and Earth's unsullied smile ; 
Her oappy dog looks on her dimpled cheeks* 
And of his joy in his own language speaks; 
A gn^hof waters, {ramulously bright, 
Kiuffing the air to gladness widi &eir l%ht ; 
And a soft gloom beyood, of sommer-traes. 
Darkening we tori^ tad, diadowed o'er by these, 
A km, dim, woodland cottage : — this was all ! 

What had the s^ene for memoiy to recall 
With a fond look of love ? What secret spell 
With the heart's pictures bade its hnage dwell ? 
What but the spint of the joyous child. 
That freshly forth o'er stream and verdure smiled, 
CastijDg upon the common tfun^ ot earth 
A br^htnessy boni and gone with infant mirUi ! 
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TH£ CROSS IN THE WILDERNESS, 



SxLKNT and moumfal tat an Indian chief, 
- in the red sanset, by a gnssy tomb ; 
His eyes, that mi^ht not weep, were dark with grief. 

And his arms folded in majestic gloom, 
And his bow lay unstrung beneath the mound, 
IVhich sanctified the gorgeous waste around. 

For a pale Gross above its greensward rose. 
Telling the cedars and the pipes that there 

Man's heart and hope bad strangled with his woes, 
And lifted from tne dust a voice of prayer. 

Now all was hushed — and eve^s last splendour shone 

With a rich sadness on the attesting stone. 

There came a lonely traveller o*er the wild, 
And he too paused in reverence by that grave. 

Asking the tale of its memorial, piled 
Between the forest and the lake's bright wave ; 

Till, as a wind might stir a wither*d oak. 

On the deep dream of age his accents broke : 

And the grey chieftain, slowly rising, said, — 
** I listened for the words, which years Bfp 



Passed o*er these waters: though the voice is fled 
Which made them as a singing fountain's flow ; 
Yet, when ( sit in their loog-iaded track, 
SooMtuiiet th« forest's marmur gives them back. 
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*' Atki^t tfaoa of Him, whose house is looe beneath ? 

I was an eagle in my youthfol pride, 
"When o*er tlie seas he came, with summer*s breath, 

To dwell amidst us, on the lakers green side. 
Many the times of flowers have been since then,-~ 
Many, bat bringing nought like Him again ! 

" Not with the honlei's bow and spear be came 
0*er the blue hills to chase the flying roe ; 

Not the dark glory of the woods to tame. 
Laying their cedars like corn-stalks low ; 

But to spread tidings of all holy things. 

Gladdening our souls as witti the moming*s wings. 

M Doth not yon cypress whisper how we met, 
I and my brethren that from earth are gone, , 

Under its boughs to hear his voice, which yet 
Seems through their gloom to send a silveir tone ? 

He told of One, the grave's dark bands who bioke^ 

And our hearts buraed within us as he spoke ! 

** Ha told of hi and sunny lands which lie 
Beyond the dost wherein our fathers dwell, 

BrMt must they be ! lor Ihere are none that die, 
And none that weep, and none that say, * Farewell !* 

He came to guide us thither, — ^but away ■ 

The happy called hhn, and he might not stay. 

* We law him slowly fiide — athirst, perchance, 
For the fresh waters of that lovely clime ; 

Tet was there still a sunbeam in his glance. 
And on his rleaming hair no touch of time : 

Therefore we hoped-^t now the lake looka dim. 

For the gieen summer comei--«nd finds not Him! 

** We gather'd round him in the dewy hour 
Of one still mom, beneath his chosen tree ; 

From his clear voice at first the words of power 
C^ame low, likemoaningsof a distant sea ; 

3ut swelled, and shook the wilderness ere long, 

At if the SfHiit of the breeie grew strong. 

'* And dieB once mora <h^ trembled on bis loogUQ, 
And his white eyelids fluttered^ and his head 



'r^ 
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Fell back, and mists upon his fixrehead hang^— 

Know*st tbou not hoif we pftss to join the dead ? 
It is enough !— -he sank npon my breast,— 
Our friena that loved us, he was gotie to rest I 

^* We buried him where be was wont to pray, 

Bj the calm lake, e*en here, at erentide ; 
We reared this Cross in token where he lay. 

For on the Cress, he said, his Lord had died ! 
Now hath he sorely reached, o*<$r modnt and wmvey 
'Jliat floweiy land whose green torf hides no grave ! 

*' But I am sad— I mourn the clear light taken 
Back from my people, o^er whose place it shone. 

The pathway to the better shore forsaken, 
And the true words forgotten, save by one^ 

Who hears them faintly sounding from the past. 

Mingled with death-songs in eacn fitful blast" 

Then spoke tiie wanderer forth with kindling eye : — 

** Son of the wilderness ! despair thou not, 
Though the hnfAkt houir may seem to thee gone by, 

And the cloud settled o*er thy nation^s lot : 
Heaven daxklv works, — ^yet where the seed hath been, 
There shall the fruitage, glowing yet, be seen. 

, ** Hope <», hop<» ever ! — by ihe eudden springing 
Of green leaves which the winter hid so long; 

And by the bursts of free, triumphant singing, 
After cold, silent months, the woods among; 

And by the rending of the frozen chains, 

Wluch bound the glozfous rivers on their plains; 

'*Deem not the words of light that here were spoken, 

But as a lovely aoog, to leave no trace ! 
Tet ^all the doom which wraps thy hills be broken. 

And the (hlT day-spring rise upon thv race ! 
And &din|[ mists the better paths disclose, 
And the wide desert blossom as the rose." 

So by the Cross they parted, in the wild, 
Each fraught with musings for lifers after-day. 

Memories to visit one the Forest's Child, 
By many a blue stream on its lonely Way; 

And upon one^ midst busy throngs to press 

Deep ihoQghts and sad, yet full of holiness. 
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THE CHlIiPE'S DESTINY. 

* 

And BQoe did love him«— not bis lemant dear«-~ 
But pomp and pow*r alone are woman^s care ; 
Asd where these are» light %x<a finds a feefc, 

LordByr«n. 

No QUBttessof the hidden skill. 

No wizard ^ant and grino, - 
Went np by night to heath or hill. 

To T^d the stars for him ; 
The merriest |irl in all the land 

Of vine-encircled France, 
Bestowed upon his brow and hand 

Her Philosophic glance ; 
" I bind thee with a spell,'* said she, 

** 1 sign thee with a 8i|^; 
No woman's lo^e shall lisht on thee. 

No woman's heart be Uiine t 

«* And trust roe, 'tis not that thy cheek 

Is colourless and cold. 
Nor that thine eye is slow to speak ' 

What only eyes have told ; 
For many a cheek of paler white 

Hath blush'd with pamion's kiss ; 
And many an eje of lesser light 

Hath cadght its fire from bTiss, 
Tet while the rivers seek the sea. 

And while the young stars shine. 
No vvoroan's love shall lighten thee. 

No woman's heart be mine. 

** And 'Us not that thy spirit, aw'd 

By Beauty's numbing spell. 
Shrinks Anm the force or from the fraud 

Which Beauty loves so well ; 
For thoa hast leam'd to watch and wake, 

And swear by earth and sky; 
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And thou art very bold to take 

What we must still deny : i 

I cannot tell ; the charm was wrought I 

By other threads than mine, 
Itie lips are lightly begg'd or boaght» 

The l^eart may not be thine ! • 

** Tet thine the brigl^test smiles shall be 

That, ever Beauty wore, 
And confidence from two or tfiree, 

And complhnents from more*. 
And one shall give, — perchance hath given. 

What only is not love ; 
Frieddship, — oh! such as saints in heaven 

Rajn on us from above. 
If she shall meet thee in the bower. 

Or name thee in the shrine, 
Oh! wear the^ng, and guard th^ flower,— 

Her heart may not be. thine ! 

** Go, set thy boat before the blast, 

Thy breast before the gun : — 
The haven shall be reacn*d at last, 

The battle shall be won : 
Or muse upon thy country's kws. 

Or strike thy country's hite; — 
And patriot hands shall sound applause, ' 

And lovely lips be mute : '^ 
Go, dig the diamond from the wtve. 

The treasure 6om the mine ; 
Enjoy the wreath, the gold, thegravoi— 

No woman's heart is thine ! 

" I charm thee from the agony 

Which odiers feel or feign; 
From anser, and from jeslouay, 
' From doobt, and from disdain: 
I bid thee wear the scom of years 

tJpon the cheek of youth. 
And cwl the lip at passion's tetii. 

And shake the heid at truth.^ 
While there is bliss in revelry, 

Foigetfuhiess in wine, 
Be dioi fimm #am*n's lore ttfins. 

As woman is from thine !** 
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THE BELL AT S£A. 



The duMrouf iilet eaUed the Bell Rock, on the eoMt of Fife, 
oied fonaenj to be marked only hj a Bell* which was lo fdaced as to 
be vmmg bj the motioB of the waTet, when the tide com above tho 
Mck. A ^ht-hoose has linee been erected there. 



Whir the tide*& billowy swell 
Had reached it he%h(, 

Than tolled fb» Rock^skne BeU> 
Sternly by night 

Fur over diff end tinge 
Swept the d«ep toundf 

Making each wild wind's dirge 
Still mofe profoand. 

Tet that fonereal tone 

IHm sailor blessM, 
Steering through daikness on, 

With fearless breast. 

E'en so may we, that float 

On life's wide sea. 
Welcome each warning note, 

Stemtlioughitbe! 



THi: EKi>. 



